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DRAMATIS FERSONJE. 



Don Pedro, Prince of Ano' 

gon, 
Leonatd, Cdvernor of Mej/tna. 
Don John, ba^ard»hrotber to Don 

Pedro, 
Claudio, n young Lord of Florinc<i 

favQuriie to Don Pedro. 
Benedick, a young LordofPaduOy 

favoured likeivife by Dm Pedro, 
Balthazar, fervant to Don Pedro, 
^jitonio, brother to Leonato, 



BoracKio, confident to Don John, 
Conrade, friend to Borachio. 

Hero, daughter to Le^naio. 
Beatrice, niece to Leom^, ' 
Margaret, 1 two gentle-women at* 
Urfula, 3 tending on Hero. 
A Friary Mejfenger^ Wa^h^ 

Tovfn-CUrkf Sexton^ and At" 

tendants. 



SCENEy Mejfina in Sicily. 



ACT iv :S(SEliE: if ^- • { ^ 

j1 c^urt before i^ffiiaUSil'houfi^i 
Enter LeonaiOy Hero^ andBidtfici^^^ii^ a Mf^nger. 

Leon, X LEARN in this letteri that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night^ Meffina, 

Mcjf- He is very near by this : he was not three leagues 
off when I left him. 

Leon, How many gentlemen have you loft in this 
. a6^ion ? 

Mejf. But few of any fort, and none of name. 

Leon,. A vi6lory is tvnce itfelf, when the atchiever 
brings home full numlj^rs; I find here, that Don Pedro 
hatjh beftowed much honour on a young Florentine, 
called Claudio. 

Meff, Much deferved on his part, and equally rc- 
L ttcnibered by Don Pedro: he hath borne hivwfeS bfc- 

V<!^L. II. A \oxA 

• Ihe&orytrom Arh^o^ QrU Pur, I 5. Mr. Poj€, 
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yond the promife of his age, doing in the figure of a 
Itoib iHxt feats of a lion: be hath indeed better bet- 
tered expeftation, than you mull expe^l of me to tell -you 
how. 

Leon, He liath an uncle here in Medina will fee veiy 
xnxich glad of it. 

Mef. I have already delivered him letters, and there 
appears zttuch Joy in. him; even fo madi, that joy 
jcould not fhew itfelf modeft enough, without z> badge 
of bittewiefs. 

Leon* I>id he break out into tears? 

M^, In great meafure. 

Leon. A idhd overflow of kindnefs. Tlier^ are no 
faces tru^»^thaB thofe that are fo wafhed How miicb 
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ! 

Beat, I pray you, is SSgnjor Montanto * returned 
from the war^, or no ? 

Meffl 1 know none of that name. Lady; there waa 
none fuch in the army ^«aj ibrt. 

Lion.^ Wh^t»is^»hd that, you* ajjlc for; niece f 

Heri,\*yif^ CQ\&vi rjff9t^i StgKiDr Benedick of Padua* 

M^ffl* 0,^*hfi rejurn*d>*[and*a8 pleafant as ever he 
^was. •**:* '\ :: :•!; 

Beat. He*{et-i^**4iiV bijtfs here in Meflipa, ind chal- 
lenged GupM^at'thc'^ffigJit; Juid my un^e's fool read- 
ing the cxiaJTrtlge; jTiffccib'^rf for Cupid, and challenged 
** him at tlie bird-bolt. " 1 pray you, how many hath 
>*' he kill'd and eaten in thefe war$? but how many 
*« hath he kill'd? for indeed I promised to eat ^ of liii 
"killing'' 
, Leon. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick too 
imich J but he*!! be meet with vou, I doubt it not. 
* • M^* He hath done good lervice. Lady, in thefe wars. 

Beat. " You had muily ^^uals, and he hath holp 
^ to eat it; he's a very valisuit trencher-man, he hath 
•< an excellent ftomach " 

M^. And a good foldier too, Lady. 

Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ? but what Is he 
to a lord ? 

MeJ. 

* She gives him this name, to ridicule in him the charadcr of 
f blvflermg Mdier, the word nKmtanto ux S^wivfti ^•^Tx\'bi\3a^^ <■«?} 



ADO ABOUT NQTHriUd. 

Mejf. A lord to a lord, a man to a man, flufiF'd wifl 
^11 honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is fb, indeed : he is no lefe than a flufF'd i 

»iit for the ftufRng, well, we are all mortal. 

Leon, You muft not, Sir miftakc my niece ; there i 
"5ife kiad*of raeriT^ war betwixt Signior Benedick and hcrj 
•^liey nev€r mset, but there's a fkirmifb of wit betweci^S 
tliem. *l 

Beat. Ala», he geta nothing by that. In our laft I 
^^onfli^l,. four of his five wits went halting off, ai*d now i% I 
Vhe wbok man gQVem'd wkh one : fo that, if he have \ 
'^^ix. enough to keep himfelf from \ascv^ let him bear it 
&r a diffarence between himfelf and hia horfe ; for it is 
all the wealth that he hath left, to be known a re^lbaabb 
creature. Who. is bis companion now? he hath every 
month a new fwom brother. 
JW£^ I^itpoffbk? 

Beai, Very eafily poffible; he wears *hi& £uth bat as 
the fis&ion of his b^, it ever changes with the next 
block. 

M^. Ifee^ L;idy» the gentleman is not ill yoEUT books* 

Beat. ** No; an he were, I would bum my fludy* 

«* But, I pray you, wbo is his coir^KUiipn? is there no 

" yowgg fquajTcr now that will make a voyage with him 

" to t^ devil?" 

Meff, He i^ moft in the company of the Right Noble 
Claudio. 

Btat* O L.ord». he vill hang upon him like a difeafe ; 

he is fooner caught than the peftilence, and the taker 

runs prefently mad. God help the Noble Claudio, if 

he ha^ caught the Benedick; it will coft him a thou- 

I &f>d .pounds ere he be cur'd. 

ikf£^*I will hold friends with you. Lady. 
Beat^ Do, good friend. 
Leon* You'll ne'er run madj niece. 
Beat. No, not till a hot January. 
M^Jf* Don Pedro is approach'd. 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Don Pedro^ Claud'io^ Benedich^ Balthazar^ and 
Don jfohn. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, yon are come to meet 
your trouble : the fafhion of the world is to avoid coft^ 
and you encounter it. 

Leon, Never came trouble to my houfe in the Hkenefs 
of your Graced for trouble being gone, comfort fhould 
remain; but when you depart from me, forrow abides, 
and happiucfs takes his leave. 

Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly j I 
think this is your daughter. 

Leon* Her mother hath mahy times told me fo. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, Sir, that you afk'd her? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, noj for then were you a 
child. ■ • ■■ ' ^ 

Pedro. You Ifave it fiill. Benedick ; we may guefs by 
this what you are, being a man : truly the lady fathers 
herfelf ; be happy. Lady, for you are like an honour- 
able father. 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, (he would not 
have his head on h^r fhoulders for all Mefiina, as like 
him as fhe is. 

Beat. I wonder that you will flill be talking, Signior 
Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear Lady Difdain! are you yet 
living ? 

Beat. Is it poffible Difdain (hould die, while (he hath 
fuch meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick ? Courte- 
fy itfelf muft convert to Difdain, if you come in her 
prefence. 

Bene. Then is Courtefy a turn-coat ; but it is certain 
lamlov'd of all ladies, only you excepted; and I would 
I could find in my heart that I had not a hard heart ; for 
truly I love none. 

Beat. A dear happinefs to women ; they would elfe 
have been troubled with a pernicious fuitor. I thank 
God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that ; 
I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than a man 
fwear he loves me. 

Bene* 
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Bene. God keep your Ladyfhip flill in that mind! fo 
fome gentleman or other fhall fcape a predeHinate fcratch'd 
face. 

£ ai, " Scratching could not make it worfe, an 'twere 
** fuch a face as yours were." 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A "bird of my tongue is better than a beafl of 
yours. 

Bene, I would my horfe had the fpccd of your tongue, 
and fo good a continuer j but keep your way o* God's 
name, I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick ; I know you 
of old 

Pedro. This is the fum of all : Leonato, — Signior 
Claudio,. and Signior Benedick,<^ — -*-.my dear friend 
Leonato hath invited you all; 1 teU him, we (hall ftay 
Here at the leaft a month; and he heartily prays fome 
oceafion may detain us longer: 1 dare fwear he is no 
hjrpocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon. If you fwear, my Lord, you (hall not be for- 
fwora.— — Let me bid you welcome, my Lord, being 
Pecpnciled to the Prince your brother; I owe you all 
<luty. 

John. I thank you; I am not of many words, but I 
- thank you. 

Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on ? 

Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go together. 

[^Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudia* 

- SCENE in. 

Claud Benedick, didft thou note the daughter of 
Signior Leonato? 
Bene. 1 noted her not, but I looked on her. 
Claud. Is flie not a raodefl young lady ? 
Bene. Do you queftion me, as an honell man fliould 
^, for my fimple true judgment? or would you have 
nc fpeak after my cullom, as being a profeffed tyrant to 
thdr fex ? 
Claud. No, rpr'ythee, fpeak in fober judgment. 
Bifoe: Why, i* faith, methinks (he is too low for an 
praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too little fpr: 
juraifc ; only this commendation I can " afford 
A 3 « hct ' 
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*' her, that were fhe other than (he is, fhe were unhand- 
*« fome: andijeing no other but as ihe is, I do not like 
" her." 

Claud. Thou think 'ft I am in fport; I pray thee, tell 
me truly how thou lik*ft her. 

Bene, Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? 

Claud, Can the world buy fuch a jewel? 

Bene, Yea, and a cafe to put it into ; but fpeak you 
this with a fad brow? or do you play the flodting Jack, 
to tell us, Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 
carpenter ? Come, in what key (hall a nian take you to go 
in the fong ? 

Claud, In mine eye, fhe is the fweeteft lady that I ever 
look'd on. 

Bene, I can fee yet without fpe^lacles, and I fee no 
fuch matter; there's her coufm, if (he were not poflefs'd 
with fuch a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the 
firft of May doth the laft of December. But I hope you 
have no intent to turn hufband, have you ? 

Claud, I would fcarce truft myfelf, though I had fworn 
the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene, Is't come to thic, in faith ? hath not the world 
one man, but he will wear his cap with fufpicion? (hail 
I never fee a bachelor of threefcore again ? Go to, i^ faith, 
if thou wilt needs thruft thy neck into a yoke, wear the 
print of it, and figh away Sundays. Look> Don Pedro 
is return'd to feek you. 

SCENE IV. Re-enter Bon Pedro, 

Pedro. What fecrct hath held you here, that you fol- 
low'd not to Leonato's houfe ? 

Bene, I would your Grace would conflrain me to tell. 
. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 
'. Bene, You hear, Count Claudio, I can be fecret as a 
dumb mart, I would have you think fo; but on my al- 
legiance, mark you this, on my allegiance:— he is in 
love ; with whom ? now that is your Grace's part : mark, 
how (hort his anfwer is, with Hero, Leonato's (hort 
dai^hter. 

Claud. If this were fo, fo were it uttered. 
Bene, Like the old tale, my Lord, it is not_ fo, nor 

'twas 
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'twas not fo ; but, indeed, God forbid it ihould be fo* 

ClaiuL If my paffion change not fhortly, God forbid 
it ihould be otherwife. 

Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the lady is very 
well worthy. 

C^ud You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord. 

Pedro, By my trdth, I fpeak my thought. 

Claud, And, in faith, my Lord, I fpoke nunc. 

Bene. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, I 
fpeak mine. 

Claud. That I love her, 1 feel. 

Pedro. That (he is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how fhe fhould be loved^ 
nor know how .fhe (hould be worthy, is the opinion that 
fire cannot melt out of me ;. I will die m it at the ftake. 

Pedro. Thou waft ever an obftinate heretic in the de- 
fpight of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her; 
that fhe brought me up, I likewife ^wt her moft hum- 
ble thanks ; but that I will have a recheate winded in 
my forehead, or hang my bugle in an inWfible baldnc, 
all women fhall pardon me; becaufe 1 will not do them 
the wrong to miftruft any, I will do myfelf the right to 
truft none; and the fine is, (for the which I may go the 
finer,) i will live a bachelor. 

Pedro. I fhall fee thee, ere I die, look pale with 
love. 

Bene " With anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger, 
" my Lord, not with love : prove, that ever I lofe more 
" blood with love, than I will get again with drink- 
" ing, pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and 
" hang me up at the door of a brothel-houfe for the 
" fign of bhnd CupicT." 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou doft fall from this faith, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
^ot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be clapt on 
tbe flioulder and calPd Adam *. 

Pedro. 

m- ^ AUudiDg to one Adam Bell, a famons archer of old* 
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Pedro. WeH, as time (hall try; m time the favagf 
bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene, The favage bull may; but jf ever the fenfible 
Benedick bear it, pliick off the bull's honis, and fet 
them \n my forehead, and let me be vilely painted; 
and in fuch great letters as they write, Here Is g^od 
horfe to hire^ let them figr.ify under my ^\^^ Here you 
may fee Benedick the marry* d man. 

Claud, if this (hould ever happen, thou would'ft be 
horn-mad. 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not fperit all his quiver 
^ in Venice*, thou wilt quake for this fhortly. 

Bene. 1 look for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporife with the hours; in 
the mean time, good Siguior Benedick, repair to Leo* 
nato's, commend me to him, and tell him I v^ not fiul 
him at fupper; for indeed he hath made great prepa- 
ration. 

Bene, I have almoft matter enough in me for fuch an 
cmbaflage, and fo I commit you— — — *- 

Claud. To the tuition of God: From my houfe, 'd 
I had it, . 

Pedro. Hie fixth of July, your loving friend, Be- 
nedick. 

Bene Nay, mock not, mock not j the body of your 
ib'fcourfe is forattime guarded with fragments, and the 
guards are but (lightly beaited on neither; ere you flout 
old ends any further, examine your coufcience, and fb 
I leave you. [iS'x/V. 

SCENE V. 

Claud, My Liege, your Highnefs now may do me good. 

Ptdro. ^Iy love is thine to teach, teach it but Jww, 
And thou (liah fee how apt it is to leani 
Any hard lefFon that may do thee good. 

Ctaud. 

• Befidfs that Venice is a<« rcirarkaKk for freedoms in amorotn 
jntrigiits as Cyprus ^vasof oUIj there may be a farther cuDJedure 
why this exprsifiion is here uftd. The Italians give to each of their 
principal cities a particular dilhnguilhlng title, as, Roma la Janta^ 
I^'apoli la ^ej:tiky Genoa iafuferba, &c. and among the reft it is 
yenitla h nVtvz, f^enice the -wealthy. A farcafm^ therefore, feenis ta 
be here imphedf thai money governs lovt. 
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Ciaud. Hath Leonato any fon, my Lord? 

Pedro, No chfld but Hero, fhe's his only hcirj 
Doft thou affea her, Claudio? 

Claud, O my Lord, 
When you went onward in this ended action, 
1 lookM upon her with a foldier*s eye; 
That lik'd, but had a rougher tafk in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 
But now I am return 'd, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant; in their looma 
i Come thronging foft and delicate defires, 
I AH prompting me how fair young Hero is ; 
Sayingy I lik*d her ere I went to wars. 

Pedrom Thou wilt be like a lover prefently^ 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou doft love fair Hero, chei-ifh it, ^'"^^ 

And I will break with her: and with her father. 
And thou (halt have her: was^t not to this end 
That thou began 'ft to twift fo fine a ftory ? 

Claud. How fweetly do you minifter to love» 
That know love's grief by his complexion I > , 

But left my liking might too fudden feem, 
1 would have falv'd it with a longer treatife. 

Pgdro. What need the bridge much broader than the 
flood? 
The faireft grant is the neceflity ; 
Look, what will ferve, is fit ; *tis once, thou lov'ft ; 
And 1 will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we ftiall have reveUing to-night ; 
1 will afTume thy part in fome difguife. 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 
And in her bofom I'll unclafp my heart. 
And take her hearing prifoner with the force 
And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, after, to her fiather will I break ; 
AsA the concluiion is, fhe (hall be thine. 
, In practice let us put it prefently. f [^Exetmt,- 

r ' Re-enter Ldbnato and jintomo. 

I t||&^ii|S How now, brother, where is my coufin your 
^^%inUl|b he provided thi$ muiic ? 

I 
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Ant. He 18 very bufy about ft; but, brot&ery IcaiJ 
tell you -news that you yet dream'd not oL 

Leon. Are they good? 

Ant. As the event ftamps them, but tliey have a good 
cover; they (how well outward. The Prince and Couofc 
Claudio, wiilking in a thick-pleached alley in my orchard^ 
were thus overheard by a man of mine: The Prilice d& 
covered to Claudio, that he lov'd my niece your daughter, 
and meant to acknowledge it this m'ght m a dance ; and 
if he found her accordant, he meant to tafce the"^ ptrefenti 
time by the top, and inftantly break with yow of it. 

Leon, Hath the feUow any wit that told you this? 

Ant, A good (harp fellow; I will (bud for YaaXf voi 
queftion him youriielf. 

Leon, No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, tiff it a^ 
pear itfelf: but I will acquaint my daughter withal, thai 
(he may be the J*«tter prepared for anfwer, tf peradveii«< 
turc this be true ; go you and telT her of it. Cbu^ns, 
you know what you have to do. [Several croft thefiage 
here,'] O, I cry you mercy, friend, go you with me, and 
I will ufe your ^ill; good coufin, have arciu^ this bufy 
time. J[^Exemt. 

SCENE VI. 
Changer to an apartment m Le9nat9^i houfi* 

Enter Don John and Conrader, 

Conr, What the good-jer, my Lord, why are you thu* 
out of meafure fad ? 

John, There is no meafure in the occaHon that brecdli 
it, therefore the fadnefs is without limit. 

Conr. You (hould hear reafon. 

John, And when I have heard it, what blefl^ng brings 
cth it ? 

Conr, If not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fuffeiw 
ance. 

John, I wonder, that thou (being, as thou fay 'ft 
thou art, bom under Saturn) goeft about to apply a 
moral medicine to a mortifying mifchitf. I cannot hide 
what I am : I muft be fad when I have caufe, and fmile 
at no man's ji^i^S] eat when I hav« ftomach, and wait 
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for ao man's kiiure; ilecp when I am drowfy, and . 
tend on no man's buTioefs; laugh when I am merryi 
and claw no man in his humour. 

C&nr, Yea, but you muil not make the full fliow'^'" 
of thist till you naay do it without controlement. You 
have of late ftood out againit your brother, and he hath 
ta^en you niewly into his grace, where it is impoflible 
you (hould take root, but by the fair weather that you 
mak^ yourfelf ; it is needful that you frame the feafon 
for your own harveft. 

yohn. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a 
rofe in his grace; and it better fits my blood to be 
difiiain'd of all, than to falhion a carriage to rob love 
from any: in this (though I cannot be faid to be a 
flattering hoheft man) it mull not be deny'd but I am 
a plain-dealing villain; 1 am trailed with a muzzel, 
and infranchifed with a clog, therefore I have decreed 
not to fing in my cage: if I had my mouth, 1 would 
bite ; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking : in 
the mean t^ime let me be that 1 am, and feek not to 
alter me. 

Conr. Can you make no ufe of your difcontent ? 

yohn. I will make all ufe of it, for I ufe it only. 
Who comes here? What news, Borachio? 

Enter Borachio, 

Bora. I came yonder from a great fupper; the 
Prince, your brother, is royally entertained by X.eo- 
nato, and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriage. 

John* Will it ferve . for any model to build mifchief 
on ? What is he for a fool, that betrothes himfelf to un- 
quietnefs? 

Bdrd. Marry, it is your brother's right hand* 

John. Who, the moll exquifite Claudio? 

Bora^ Even he. 

John^ A proper Squire 1 and who, and who \ Which 
way looks he? 

Bora, Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of 
Leonato. 

Jchn. A very forward March chick I How c<:^ii\«. -^oxi. 

to this ^ 

Bora* 
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Bora. Being entertain 'd for a perfumer, as I was 
foioking a mufty room^ comes me the Prince and Claudib 
hand in hand in fad conference. 1 whipt behind the ar- 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon, that the Prince fhould 
woo Hero for himfclf ; and having obtain'd her, give her 
to Count Claudio. 

^ohn. Gome, come, let us thither; this may prove 
food to my difpleafure : that young ftart-up hath aill the 
glory of my overthrow. If I can crofs him any way, I 
blefs myfelf every way ; you are both fure, and will aflifl; 
zne. 

Conr, To the death, my Lord, 

^ohn. Let us to the great fupper ; their cheer is the 
greater that 1 am fubdu'd; would the cook were of my 
mind 1 Shall we go prove what's to be done ? 

Bora. We'll wait upon your Lordfhip. [^Mxeuni. 

ACT II. SCENE L 
A hall in Leonato^s houfe. 

Enter Leonato^ AntontOy Hero^ Beatrice^ Margaret^ 
and Urfula, 

Leon. ▼ ▼ AS not Count John here at fupper? 

Ant. I faw him not. 

Beat, How tartly that gentleman looks! I never can 
fte him, but I am heait-burn'd an hour after. 

Hero, He is of a very melancholy difpofition. 

Beat, He were an excellent man, that were made juft 
in the mid-way between him and Benedick : the one is 
too like an image, and fays nothing, and the other too 
like my Lady's eldeft fon, evermore tatling. 

Leon, Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count 
John's mouth, and half Count John's melancholy in Sig- 
nior Benedick's face 

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and 
money enough in his purfe, fuch a man would win any 
wonuin in the world, if he could get her good-will. 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee. a H 

iu/band, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue. ft 

^//r la faith, fhe's too cuts'd* ^ d 
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Beat, Too curs'd is more than ciirs'd. I fliall lefTen 
God's fending that way : for it is faid, God fends t 
icurs'd cow fliort horns; but to a cow too curs'd, he 
fends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curs'd, God will fend you no 
liomsk 

B^iii. JuA if he fend me no hufband ; for the which 
Ucfling I am at htm upon my knees every morning and 
cfcning. Lord! I could not endute a hufband with a 
beard on his face, 1 had rather lie in Woollen. 
I Leon* You may h'ght upon a husband that hath n<» 
beard. 

Beat. What fhould I do with him ? drefs him in my 
apparel, arid make him mf waiting-gentlewoman? He 
that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he that 
hath no beard is lefs than a man ; and he that is more 
than a youth, is not for me; and he that is lefs than 
a man, I am not for him: therefore I will even take fix* 
pence in eameft of the bear-herd, and lead his apes 
into hell*. 

Ant. Well, niece, 1 truft, you will be rul'd by yout 
fatheh iTo HetOt> 

Beat. Yes, faith, it k my coufin's duty to make 
^urtfy, and fay, iFather^ as it pleafes you ; but yet for aH 
that, coufm, let him be a handfome fellow, or elfe make 
Wther curtfy, and fay. /a^^, €U it phetfet me. 

Leon. WeU, niece, I hope to fee you one day fitted 
With a hufband. 

Beta. Kot till God make men of fome other met Ji 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over* 
Hafter'd "with a piece of valiant duft? to make accoimt 
of her life to a clod of wayward marie? No, uncle* 
I^ none; Adaa^'s Tons are my brethren, and truly, I 
bold it a fin to match in my kindred. 

Vot. lis S ^9n, 

•into hell* 

X«#|u WeU thenk go y66 into hell.-^uau. 

jNf . N^; but to the^te I and there iefll the devil fneet tti c, lik6 

li iU codsold, wi^ mt horns on bis head, and (ay, Get yoo td 

Beatrice, get yon to heav*n, hereS no place for you maids. 

BT 1 up my apet, and away to St. Peter, for the beav'ns; ht 

mt where the bachelors fit, and there live wp-as merry as tiMi 

Wi siecc, 4rc. 




I 
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Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you ; if the 
Prince do folicit you in that kind, you know your anfwer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the muiic, coufin, if you 
be not woo'd in good time. If the Prince be too im- 
portunate, tell him, there is meafure in every thing, and 
fo dance out the anfwer : for hear me. Hero, wooing, 
wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch* jig, a meafure, 
and a cinque*pace ; the firil fuit is hot and haily, like 
a Scotch jig, and full as fantaftical ; the wedding man- 
ncrly-modeft, as a meafure, full of ftate an^ anchentry ; 
aiid then comes repentance, and with his bad legs falls 
into the cinque-pace faller and falter, till he finks into 
Lis grave. 

Leon. Coufin, you apprehend pafling flirewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle, I can fee a church by 
day-h'ght. 

Leon* The revellers are entering, brother; make good 
room. 

SCENE il. 

Enter Dan Pcdro^ Clauclioy Bcncdlci, Balthazar afid others 
in mafqverade. 

Pedro* Lady, will you walk with your friend ? 

Hero, So you walk foftly, and look fweetly, and fay 
nothing, I am yours for the walk, and efpecially when i 
vralk away. 

Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may fay fo when I pleafe. 

Pedro. And when pleafe you tb fay fo ? 

Hero. When I like your favour f for God defend, *th^ 
lute fhould be like the cafe! 

. Pedro:* My rSxxx is Fhilcmon^s loof ; within the houfe 
is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your vifor fhould be thatch *d. 

Pedro. Speak lowy If you /peak love *. 

BaltL Well ; I woi Jd you did like mte. 

Mwg. So would not 1 for your own fake, for I have 
Aany ill qualities. 

^dM. Which is one? ^ 

Mavgm 

* This feems to be a line quoted from a focg, or fome verfn, coph'^ 
mooly known at that time. 
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Marg. I fay my prayers aloud. 

BM). I love you the better ; the hearers may cry 
Amen, . 

Marg. God match me witba.good dancer! t 

Balih, Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my fight when the 
dance is done I Anfwer, clerk. 

Balih, No more words, the clerk is anfwer'd. 

Urf^ I. know you well enough ; you are Signior An* 
toniflu 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urf, 1 know you by the wagling- of your head, 

Ant^ To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urf. You could never do him fo ill-well, unlefs y©u 
were the very man: here's Jiis dry hand up and down; 
you are he, you are he. 

Ant, At a word, I am not. 

Urf. Come, Qome, do you think I do not know you 
by your excellent wit? can virtue hide itfelf? Go to, 
Amo), you are he; graces will appear, and there's an 

Be«t. Will you n<^ tell me, who told you fo? 

Bent. No, you fhall pardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Be^* That I was difdainful, and that I had my good 
wit out of The hundred merry tales; well, this was Sig- 
nior Benedick that faid fo» 
.Bene. What's he? 

Beat, I am fure you know him well enough. 

Bene, Not I, believe me. 

Beat, Did he never make youlaiigh? 

Bene, 1 pray you, what is he ? 

Beat, Why, he is the Prince's jcfter: a very dull fool, 
only his gift is in devifmg impaffable flanders. None biit 
liWrtines delight in him ; and the commendation is not 
w his wit, but in his villainy ; for he both pleafeth men 
and angers tuenr, and then they laugh at him, and beat 
him. I am fure he is in the fleet : I would he had board- 
ed me. 

Ikne, When I know the gentlemr^n, I'll tell him what 

B 2 . Beat.. 
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Beat. Do, do ; he'll but break a comparifop or two 
on me ; which, peradventure, not mark'd, or not laugh'd 
at, ftrikes him into melancholy, and then there's a par- 
tridge-wing fav'd, for the fool will eat no fupper that 
night. We muft follow the leaders. [^Mujic v/ith'iH. 

Bene, In every good thing. 

Beat, Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at 
the next turning. [_ExiunU 

SCENE III. 

Mamnt John^ Borachio^ juid Claud'to, 

John, Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawn her father to break with him about it ; the 
ladjes follow her, and but one vifor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio; I know htm by his bear- 
*ng. 

John, Are you not Signior Benedick? 

Claud, You know me weO, I am he. 
■ John, Signior, you are Very near my brother 4n fail 
love, he is enamour 'd on Hero: I pray you, difTuadehim 
from her, (he is no equal for his bnrthj you may do the 
part of an honefl man iu it. 

Claud, How know ye he k)vc8 her? 

John, I heard him fwear his affe^ion. 

Bora> So did I too, and lie fwore he would marry her 
to-night. 

John, Come, let us to the banquet. 

lExeunt John and Ars* 

Claud, Thus anfwer 1 in name of Benedick, 
But hesir this ill news with the **ar8 of Claudio, 
'Tie certain fb, the Prince wooes for liimfelf. 
Friendfliip is conftant in all other things. 
Save in the office and affairs of love ; 
Therefore all hearts, in love, ufe your own toflgucs ! 
X*t every eye negotiate for itfelf. 
And truft no agent ; beauty Is a witch, 
Againft whofe cliarms faith mclteth into bL)od. 
This is an accicKrnt of hourly proof, 
Which I miilrulltd not. Farewell then, Hero ! 

EtJiT Bmeil'ich. 
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Claud, Yea, the fame. 

£ene» Come, will you go with mc? 

Claud. Whither. 

^ene. Even to the next willow, about your own biifi- 
nefs, Count. What falhion will you wear die garland of? 
about your neck, like an ufurer's chain I or under youv 
arm, like a lieutenant's fcarf ? you muft wear it one way, 
for the Prince hath got your Hero. 

Claud, I wifh him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that's fpoken h'ke an honeft drover; fo 
they fell bullocks : but did you think the Prince would 
have fervcd you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you leave me. 

Bene. Hoi now you ftrike like the blind man ; 'twas,. 
the boy that ftole your meat, and you'll beat the poll. 

Claud. If it. will not be, I'll leave you. [^ExU. 

Bene, Alas, poor hurt fpwle I now will he creep into 
fedges- But, that my L»ady Beatrice ftiould know me, 
apd not know me I- The Prince's fool! ha? it nriay be I 
go under that title, becaufe I am^ merry ; yea, but fo I 
am apt to do myfelf wrong. I am not fo rqputed. It 
is the bafe (tho' bitter) difpofition of Beatrice, that 

futs the world into her perfpn, and fo gives me out j vy^ir,^ 
'll^ercveng'd^as I may^ 

SCENE. IV. Enter Don Pedro. ^ 

Pedr^ Now, Signior, whereas the Count? did you 
fte him? 

' Bene. Troth, my Lord, I , have play'd the part oC- 
l.ady Fame. 1 found him here as, melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren, I told him, (and 1 think told him, 
true,) that your Grace had got the will of this young 
lady; and £ dffer'd him my company to a willow-tree, 
either tp. m^ke him a garland, as being forfaken; or to , 
bind hirtk up a rod, ?ls being Worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro, To be whipt .»^ what's his fault? ' - 

Bene. Th^ flat tranfgrefiion of a fchool-boy; who,, 
ISeing oyerjoy'd with finding a bird's neft, fhews it his 
companion, and he fteals it. - 

Pedro, Wilt thou make a trull, a tiaufgr^fS.ou ? TK.^.^ 

B 3 B€T^^. 
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Bene, Yet, it had not been amifs the rod had been 
inade^ and the garland too; for the garland h« mig^ 
have worn himfelf^ and the rod he might have beftow'd 
on you, \yho (as I take it) have ftol'n his bird's ne(L 

Pedro. 1 will but teach them to dng, and reftore Oiem 
to the owner. 

Bene, 1 f their fmging^ anfwer your faying^.by Riy*-faith« 
you fay honeilly* 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a: quarrel to you; tfic 
gentleman that danc'd wkh her toid her, {he is muck 
wrong'd by you. 

V Bene. " O, (he mifus'd me pafl; the endurance o£ a 
*^ block ; an oak, but withr one green feaf on it, would 
" have anfwtr'd her; my very vifor began to aiTume life, 
<< and fcold with herr ihe told me, not thinking 1 had 
** been myfelf, that I was. the Prince's jefter, and that I 
^ was duller than a great thaw ; huddling jeft upon jeft. 
^ with fuch unpaflable conveyance upon me, that I floo4 
** like a man. at a maik,. witb a whole army (hooting at 
•* me: fee ^aks poniards^ and every word ftabs. If 
** her brelbh were as terrible as her terminations, there j 
" were no living near her; (he would infe6i to the north.- 
," ftar/' I would not naany her, though ftie were en- 
dowed with all that Adam had left him before he ^an$ 
gre(red : fhe would have made Hercules have tum'<^>it; 
yea, and have cleft his club- to make the fire too. Come^ 
talk not of her, you (hadl find Her- the infernal Ate in 
^ood'appard*. I would to God fome fcholar would'con- 
yxrt her: for, certainly, while (He is here, a man may livt 
as ^uiet in h«n as in a, fan6biary, and people fin upon 
purpofe, becaufe they would go thither; fo indeed atti 
di!(ii|uiet».horror»^nd, perturbation fioUow her. 

SCENE v:. 

JSkitr C^mSo^^Beaince^ LeonatOf mid Heroy 

Jledrv^ I..ook, here flie. corned 

jffm^.. Will four C#aee command me- any fervice ^ 
the world's end?* 1 will go on the f2ightefl.«rrand now to 
tlte Antipodet that you can devife to fend me on: I 
-KTil/ie^di jou a- tootlv-^icket itfmi^{i»inr.tl»cfacth£il ind^ 
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of Aiia ; ' bruig you the length of Prcfter John's foot;, 
fetch "you a hair off the great Cham's beard; do yoy 
any ambafTage. tO: the pigmiesy rather than hold three 
words conference with thii. harpy. You haye no em* 
ployment for me? 

Pedro. None, but» to dieiire your good company i. 
Bene. O God, Sir, here's a diih I love not. i caonoi 
jrodiire this Lady Tongue. 

Ptdro. Come, Lady,, come; you have loft the heart of 
Signior Benedict. 

Beat. Indee(^ my Lord, he lent it roe a while, and I 
gave him uie.fbr it, a double heart for a llngle one; mar^ 
ry, once before he won it of me with falfc dice, thercr 
fore your Grace may welJ fay I have loft it. 

PeJro^ You. have put him down, Lady, you have put 
Eim down.. < 

Beai, So I would' not he (hould do me, my Lord,, left 
*I (hould prove the mother of fools. I have brought 
Count Claiidio, whom you fent me to feek- 

Pedro. Why, how now. Count, wherefore are you fadi 
I Glaudi Not lad, my Lord*. * 

r Pedro. How then ? fick? 
Claud. Neither,, my Lord* 

'^aJk. The Coiint is neither fad;^ nor fick, nor 'nicny, 
"^ but dvxl. Count, civil as an orange, and fonie« 
tlwag of that, jealous complexion. 

Ptdn. V feith. Lady, I think your bkzon to be true ;• 
t}ioiigh rU be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is falfe. 
Here, Ckuctib, I have wooed in thy name, and fisdr He- 
fD 18 won ; I have broke with her father, and his ffood^-^ 
w31 ciytauied; name tiie day of nuuriage, and God give 
fkee joy. 

Ltom. Coun^take of me my daughter,, and with her 
ay fortunes: his Graea hath laade the match,, and all' 
•grace (ay Amen to. tt. 

Beta. 8pca&, Count, tis your cue< ■ ■ 
CioMd. Slence is the perfe6^ft herald o^ joy; I were 
InH Iktk happy if kcould.far how much. Lady, as you 
a^-psjae, I anv yours ; I g^ve away myielf for you, and 
4 | imij i nM the exchange. 

I tittlU Speak, coufm, or (if you cannot) ftop his moulS 
jja^tkifii^and let toi not fpcak oeitbef. 



\, 
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Pedro. In faith, Lady, you have a meny heart/ 

Beai. Yea, my Lord, I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy fide of care; my coufin tells him in his eaf, 
that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And fo fhe doth, coufin. 

Brat. Good Lord, for alliance! thus goes every one 
to the world but I, and I am fun-btirn'd ; 1 may fit in a 
corner, and cry ffeigh ho! for a hu(band. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. 1 would rather have one of your father's get- 
ting. Hath your Grace ne'er a brother* like you? your 
father got exceflent huA>and&, if a ftiaid could come, by 
^lem. 

Pedro. Will you have me. Lady ? 

Beat, No, my Lord, unlefs I might have another for 
worl|ing-days ; your Grace is too cofUy to wear every 
day : but I befeech your Grace pardon me, I was bom to^ ' 
^ak all mirth, and no matter. 

Pedro. Your filertce moft offends me, and to be merry, 
bcft becomes you ; for, out of queftion, you were bom in 
a merry houn 

Beat, No, fure, my Lord, my mother cry'd; but then 
there wasa.ftar danc'd, and under that 1 was bom. Cou- 
iins, God give you joy. ^ | 

Leon. Niece, w&you look, to thofe things I toM 
you of ? 

Beat* I cry you raercy* uncle: by your Grace's par-^ 
don. \^E kit Beatrice f 

. , ' / . SCENE YL. 

" Pedro. By my twtt, a pleafant-fpirited lady. 

Leon. Tllere's^ little of the melancholy element in her^ , 
my Lord; (he is never fad but when (he fleeps; andrROt 
ever fad then; for I have heard my dau^ter fay, ihe hath- 
often dreamed of unhappinefs, and wak'd hedelf with- 
laughing. 

Pedro, She cannot emkire to hear tell of a hui^and. 

Leon, O, by no means, fhe mocks all her- Wooers otAl 
fffuit. 

Pedro. She were an encellenl^lfe fo^ Beaedick. 

Legtk. 
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Leon. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar- 
fy*d, they would talk themfelves mad, 

Pedro* Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my Lord; time goes on crutchet> 
till love have all his rites* 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear fon^ which is hence a 
juft feven-night ; and a time too brief too to have all thinga 
anfwer my mind. 

Pedny. Come, you (hake the head at fo long a breath- 
ing ; but 1 warrant thee, Claudio, the time fhall not go 
dully by us. I will, in the interim, undertake one of Her- 
cules's labours; which h^ to bring Signior Benedick and 
the Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection the one 
with the other. I would fain have it a match; and I 
doubt not to fafliioo it, if you three will but minifter fucfa 
afliftance as I fhall give you direction. 

Leon. My Lord, I am for you, though it cod me ten 
lughts watchings. 

Claud. And I, my Lord. 
[ Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hero. I will do any modeft office, my Lord, to help 
my coufin to a good hufband. 

Pedro* And Benedick is not the unhopefullefl hufband 
that I know. Thus far I can praife him, he is of a im- 
bk fbain, of approv'd valour, and confirm'd honefty. I 
will teach you how to humour your coufm, that (he fhall 
fidl in love with Benedick ; and I, with your two helps, 
will fo praftife on Benedick, that in defpight of his quitk 
wit, and his queafy ilomach, he (hall fall in love with 
Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archcf^ 
his glory (hall be ours, for we are the only lotc-gods. Go 
m with me, and 1 will tell you my drift. ^9ieunt. 

SCENE VII. 
Changes to another apartment in Leonato*s houfe. 

Enter Don John and Borachto. 

John. It is fo, the Count Claudio. (haU^niarry the dau^W 
ter of Lcoaato. 

BiBt«* 
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Bot0m Yea, my I^rd, but I can crofs it. 

yohn. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment^ will be 
medidnable to me; 1 am Tick in difpleafure to him; 
and whatfocver comes athwart his afFeftion, ranges 
evenly with min^. How canft thou crofs this marriage? 

Bora. Not honellly, my Lord; but fo covertly, that 
no diihoneily ihall appear in me. 

yohu. Shew me briefly how. 

Bora. I think I told your Lord(hip a year fmce, how 
xHiiah I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting- 
gentlewoman to Hero. 

yoim. \ remember. 

B/irit. I can, at any unfeafonabk inftant of the nighty 
«ppoiiBt hor to look out at Ker lady's cbamber^window. 
I Johtu What life is in that, to be the death of this, 
.fiiarriag£? 

Bora, The poifon of that lies in you to temper. Ga 
rjBOu to the Pnnce your brother; fpare aot to tell him* 
that he hath wrong'd his honour in marrying the re^ 
nown'd Claudio (whofe eftina^tion do you mightily hold 
up) to a contaminated ftale, fuch a one as Hero. \ 

John, Whet proof fliall I make of that? 

Bora% Proof enough to oaMofe the Priftce, to fCX 
iCknidib, to mido Hero, and kill JLieoiiato. Lo<^ you 
for any orther iffue? 

^^0. Only to. defpite them I will cndeaYour an)C 
Uting. 

&uru, G«0' then find me a meet hour to draw Don Pc* 
dro and ^ Count Claudio alone; tell them that yo«r 
(know Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal both to 
Ifee Prince and Claudio, as in a love of your brother's 
honour, wh« hath made this match, and his friend's re* 
putatio^, (who i& thus like to be cozen'd with the fem^ 
blance of a maid,) that you have difcovered thus. They 
will hardly believe this without trial: offer them in- 
ftcinces, which fliall bear no lefs likelihood than to fee 
me at her chamber-window; hear me call Margaret, 
Hero; hear Margaret term me Claudio; and bring 
them to fee this the very night before the intended wed- 
ding : for, hi the mean time, I will fo fafliion the mat- 
ter, that Hero fliall be abfeiit; and there fliall appear 
fuch feeming truths of Hero'ji difloyalty, that jedouf^i 

fliall 
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ill be calkd affurance*, and all the preparation over- 
rown. 

^obn. Grow this to what adverfe iflne it can, 1 wltt 
It it in praAice; be cunning in the working this, and 
ly fee is a thoufand ducats. 

Bora. Be thou conftant in the accufation, and my 
inning fhall not ihame me. 

^ohn. 1 will prefently go learn their day of marriage^ 

[^Exeunt* 

SCENE VIII. Changer to Leotuao^s orchard. 
Enter BenedicJ^y and a hoy^ 

Bene. Boy» 
Boy, Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book, bring it 
ither to me in the orchard. 
Boy. I am here already, Sir. \_Exit hoy^ 

Bene. I knoW that, but I would have thee hence, 
md here again. * I do much wonder, that" one man, 
eeing how much another man is a fool, when he dedi** 
:ate8 his behaviours to love, will, after he hat hlaugh'd 
It fuch fhallow follies in others, become the argument 
jf his own fcom, by falling in lave ! and fuch a man 
IS Claudio. I have known, wheh there was no mufi« 
with him but the drum and the iife ; and now ha^ he 
rather hear the tabor and the pipe: I have known 
when he would have walkM ten miles a-foot to fee a 
good armour ; and now will he lie ten nights awake, 
carving the fafhion of a neW doublet. He was wont to 
fpeak plain, and to the purpole, like an honeft man and 
a foldier; and now he is tum'd orthographcr, his words 
lire a very fantaftita! banquet, juft fo many ftrangft 
dirties. May 1 be fo converted, and fee with thefe eyes; 
I cannot tell; I think not. I wiU not be fwom, but 
love may transform me to an oyfter; but I'll take my 
oat^ on it, till he have ntadf Hh oyfter of me, he ftiall \ 

never make me ISclTSTool. One woman is fair, yet I 
am well; another is wife, yet 1 am well; another vii> 
tuous, yet I amwell. But tfll all graces be in one wo- 
maa, one woman fliali not come in iwy gt^ct• '^<S\ 
fhc /ball be, that's certain; *« wife, or VU tiatv^N ^'t- 
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«• tuous, or Pll never cheapdk her; fair, or Pll ncv€ 
'* look on her;'* mildt or come not near me; nobl 
or not, I for aa angel; of good difcourfe, an excellen 
mufician, and her h£r fhall be of what colour it pkafi 
God*. Ha! the t^rince &nd MonficUf Love ! I wfl 
hide me in the arbour^ [^IVitbdtaw 

SCENE IX. 
Enter Don Pedro, Leomato^ ClauJio, and Bahha%an 

Pedro. Come, fhallwe hear this mufic? 

Claud, Yea, my gobd Lotd ; how ftill the evenirtg it| 
Au huftiM on purpofe to grace harmony ! 

Ped^o. See you where Benedick hath hid himfelfi 

Claud. O very well, my Lord ; the mufic ended, 
We'll fit the hid fox with a pennyworth. 

Ptdro, Come, Balthazar, we*ll hear that fong agaitf. 

Jdalth. O good my Lord> tax not fo bad a voice 
To {lander mufic any more than once. 

Pedro. It is the witnefs ftill of excellentyj 
To put a ftrange face on his own perfe6lion ; 
1 pray thee, fing; and let me woO no more f » 

The aONG.'^% 
Sigh no inore, ladies, Jt^h no moh^ 

Men were deceivers ever^ 
One foot Infea, and oite onjhore^ 
i To one thins conjhnt ntver: 

The* 

* i^ihting fatirically at th6 art ufed by ladibt in dyij^lbeir haif 
of a colour diileUnt Frotn what iris by hature. 

f ■ • w oo no more. 

Baltb. Becaufe yott talk of wboiog, I will fing; 
Since many a wooer doth commcDce his fuit 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes ; 
Yet will he fwear he loves. 

Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come ; 
Or if thoa wilt hold longer argument^ 
Do it in notes. 

Saltb. Note this before my notes, 
There's not a note of mine that's worth the notin)^. 

P/Sro. Why, thefe are very crotchets that he fpeaks, 
Npte, notes, forfooth, and noting. 

£ene. New, divine air; now is his fool ravilh'd t Is it not ftraoge, 
that ibeep*igut$ fbould hale fovk out of men's bodies? Well, a hero 
^ jnr money, wheo all's done. 

ThcSONO,i6rdw 
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- Thenjigb not fo^ hut let them go^ 

And be you blithe and bonny; ^ 

Converting all your founds oj" 'tvoe 
Into Hey nony^ nony. 

Sing no more ditties ^Jlng no mo 

Of dumps fo dull and heavy ; 
The frauds of men nvere everfo. 

Since fuTufner 'Vjasjitjl leafy, 

Thenjigh not foy Sec, 

Pedro, By my troth, a good fong* 

Balth, And an ill finger, my Lord. 

Pedro, Ha, no ; no, faith ; thou iing'ft well enough 
for a (hift. 

Bene, ** If he had been a dog, that (hould have 
" howPd thus, they would have hang'd him ; and, I 
^ pray God, his bad voice bode no mifchief :" I had as 
lief have heard the night-raven, come what plague could 
bve come after it. 

Pedro, Yea, marry, doft thou hear, Balthazar ? I pray 
thee, get us fome excellent mufic ; for to-morrow night 
We would have it at the Lady Hero's chamber-window. 

Balth, The beft I can, my Lord. . 

[^Exit Balthaxar* 

Pedro, Do fo: farewell. Come hither, Leonato; 
what.was it you told me of to-day, that your niece Bea-i 
trice was in love with Signior Benedick \ 

Claud; O, ay ; (talk on, ftalk on, the fowl fits 

I did never thinle that lady would have loved any man. 

Leon, No, nor I neither ; but mod wonderful, that flie 
fliould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom ihe hath in 
[ *I1 outward behaviours feem'd ever to abhor. 
1 Bene, Is't pofliblc? fits the wind in that corner? 

f Leon, By my troth, my Lord, I cannot tell what to 
< think of it ; but that fhe loves him with an enraged af- 

I fcdion it is pail the definite of thought. 

Pedro, May be (he doth but counterfeit. 

Qlaud. Faith, like enough. ^ _ 

"^ ^on. O God! counteifeit? there was tievcr own- 

To.. II. c ^^ ;,^i^ 
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terfett of paifion came fo near the life of pamon, as (be 
difcovcrs it. 

Pedro. Why, what eflfea« of paffion flicws ftic? 

Claud. Bait the hook well, this fifh will lute* 

Leon* What cffe^s> Ody Lord? (he wfll fit you, yoi> 
heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud, She did, indeed. 

Pedro, How, how, I pray you? you amaze me: I 
woidd have thought her fpirit had been ixwincible againft 
M aflaults of affedion. 

Leon. I would have fwom it had, ^y Lord; cfpecial- 
ly againfi Benedick. 

Bene, [-^4.] I fhould think this a gull, but that the 
^hite-bearded fellow fpeaks it ; knavery cannot fure hide 
himfelf in fuch reverence. 

Sjlapd, He hath ta'en th' infection, hold it up. 

Pedrop Hath (he made her affe^ion knowrn to BeiJ«- 
dick? 

Lean. No, and f wears ihe ^ver will : that's her tor^ 
meat. 

Cland, 'Tis trtic, indeed, fo your daughter fays : fiiaU 
I, fay 3 fhe, that have fo oft encounter 'd him with fcorii, 
write to bim that I love Him ? 

Leon, Thij fays fhe now, when (he is beginning to ^ 
irritc to him ; for (hell ht up twenty times a-mght, and 
;there will fhe fit iu her fmock, till fhe have v^t a ihect of 
/\/> P^P^f* My daughter tells us all. 

Claud, Now you talk of a fheet of paper, 1 remember 
a pretty jeft your daughter told us of. 
Ay^-^ Leon, O, ■ I J w hen (he had writ it, and v^^as reading 
it over, (he found Benedick and Beatrice between th« 
(heet. 

Claud. That-. 

Leon, O, (he tore the letter into a thoufand half- 
pence; rail'd at herfelf, that fhe fhould be fo immo- 
deft, to write to one that fhe knew wou'd flout her! 
I meafure him^ fays (he, by my own fpirit, for I fhould 
flout him if he "vrit to me ; yea, though I love him, I 
^^ ihould. ;^; 

Clauf^ 
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Claud. Then down upon her kncee ili€ f^3« wcl^t» 
Ibbsy beats' her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes} O 
fweet Benedick ! God give me patience I 

Leon* She doth, iadeed, my ^i^hter ^ys fo; and 
the ecflafy hath fo much overborn her, that my dailgb- 
ter is fometimes afraid, t» will do defperate outrag^e to 
feerfelf; it is- very true. 

Pedro* It were good, that Bene<lick knew of it by 
fome other, if (he will not djfcovcr it. 

Claud. To what end? He wcnild but make a fport of 
it, and tort^Bt the poor lady worfe. 

Pedro. If hefttould, it were an alms to hang htm; 
(he's an exceOent fweet lady, and (out of aU fufpi- 
eioxi) ihe is irtrtuout* 

C/iaud. Anrf (he is exceeding wffe. 

Pedro. In erery thing, but in lotfng Benedicks 

Leon O my Lcnrd, wifdom and blood combating im 
§o tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blo^^d 
hath .the vsfkory ; I am forry for her, as I have juft 
cauie, being her uncle and her guardian. 

Pe^k-o. I would (he had bemw'd this dotage on me ; 
I would hove 6aSt all other refpe^^s, and made her half 
myfelf . I pray you, tcU Benedick of it ; and hear what 
he wiU fay. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero thinks furely fhe will die; for ike fays, 
(ke will die if he love her not, and fhe will die ere (he 
make her love known ; and (he will die if he woo her, 
rather than (he will bate one breath of her accuftom'd 
ero(rne{s. 

Pedro. She doth well; if (he (hould make tender 
«f her love, 'tis very poilible, he'll fcom it; for the 
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible fpirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. i 

, Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happinefs« 

Claud. Tore God, and, in my mind, very wife. 

Pedro. He doth indeed (hew fome fparks that are 
like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

Pedro. As Hedlor, I a(rure you: and in the manag- 
^g of quarrels you may fay he is wife; fot tvXkec \w^ 
zvmds them with great diYcretion, or undeitaSLc^ \Wkv 
C z nA\}cv 
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with a Ghnftian-likc fear*. Well, I am fonry for yc 
niece: (hall we go feek Benedick^ and teU him of 1 
love ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my Lord ; let her wear it t 
with good counfel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impoffible, fhe may wear 1 
heart out firft, 

Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by yc 

daughter; let it cool the while. I love Benedick wt 

^and I could wifh he would modeftly examine liimfc 

to fee how much he is unworthy to have fo good 

lady. 

Z,eon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Claud, I f he do not doat on her upon this, 1 will i 
ver truft my expectation. [-^< 

Pedro. Let there be the fame net fpread for her, a 
that muft your daughter and her gentlewoman carr; 
the fport will be, when they hold an opinion of o 
another's dotage, and no fuch matter; that's the fee 
that I would fee, which will be merely a dumb fho^ 
Let us fend her to call him to dinner. Z-^* 

[^Exeui 

SCENE X. Benedick advances from the arbour. 

Bene. " This can be no tnck, the conference w 
♦ ** fadly borne; they have the truth of this from Hen 
" they fcem to pity the lady; it feems her affedlio: 
" have the full bent. Love me I why, it muft be r 
** quited. I hear how I am cenfur'd : they fay i wj 
** bear myfelf proudly, if I perceive the love come froi 
<< her; they fay too, that fhe will rather die than gi\ 
•* any fign of affe<ftion.— — I did never think to man 

«* I muft not feem proud Happy are they th< 

** hear their detradions, and can put them to menc 
«< ing- They fay the lady is fair ; 'tis a truth I ca 
** bear them witnefs : and virtuous ; — tis' fo, I cannc 

**^ repro\ 
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Leon. If he i.Q fear God, he muft neceiTarily keep peace; if I: 

break the peace, he ought to enter into a quarrel with fear an 

tremhUng. 

Pedro, And fo will he do; for thctnaTi doxViU-M Oo&,V\w«fe«< 

u fectna not in him, by fome large jcft& \\t ^v\\ twjiV«i. >N A\, i 
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rove it : and wife, but for loving nae— by my troth, 
s no ad<^tion to her wit, nor no great argument 
her folly ; for I will be horriUy in love with her. 
—I may chance to have fcmie odd quirks and rem- 
its of wit broken od me, becauie I have rail'd fo 
g againft marriage. But doth not the appetite &!'> 
? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he can«> 

endure in his age. Shall quips and fientences^ 
I thefe paper-bullets of the brain, awe a nuvi from 

career of his humour? no; the world mud be peo- 
i When I faid^ I would die a bachelor, I did not 
ik I fliould hve till I were marry'd. Here comes 
itrice: by this day, file's a fair lady; I do fpy fome 
'ks of love in her." 

Enter Beatrice, 

It. Againft my will, I am feat to bid you come in 
mer. , 

1^ Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains* 
U. 1 took no more pains for tho£e thanks, than yon 
>ains to thank me ; if it had been painful, I woidd 
ave come. 

te. You take pleafure then in the meffage. 
U. Yea, juft fo much as you may take upon a knife's 
and choak a daw withal: you have no iiomach, 
)r; fare you well. \^Exit. 

te. Ha ! againfi my will I am /ent to hid you come iu 

ler; there's a double meaning m that. I took 

'e pains for tbofe thanks than you took pains to tbani 
-^that's as much as to fay, any pains that 1 take 
)u is as eafy as thanks. If I do not take pity of 
\ am a vtUain; if 1 do not lo«e her, I am a Jew : I 
get her pi^ure. [^Emtm 

ACT III. SCENE I. , 

Continues in the orchard. 
Enter Hero, Murgaret^ and Urfula. 

'o. vJ OOD Margaret, inin thee into the parlour, 
(hak thou find my coufm Beatrice, 
£ng with the Ptince and Claudio; 

C 3 • Wiili^^r 
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Whifper her ear, and tell her, I and Urfula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcourfe 
Is all of her; fay, that thou overhcard'ft us; 
And bid her ileal into the pleached bower, 

* Where honey-fuckles, ripen'd by the fun, 

* Forbid the fun to enter; h'ke to favourites, 

* Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 

* Againft that power that bred it:* there will (he hide 
To liften our purpofe : this is thy office ; 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant, prefently. 

Hero» Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth come. 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk mull only be of Benedick. 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praife him more than ever man did merit. 
My talk to thee muft be, how Benedick 
1 8 fick in love with Beatrice ; of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-fay. Now begin. 

Enter Beatrice^ running towards the arbottr. 

For look, where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Clofe by the ground to hear our conference. 

Urf, The pleafant'ft angling is to fee the fifti 
Cut with her golden oars the lilver ftream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait ; 
So angle we for Beatrice, who e'en now 
Is couched in the woodbine-coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero, Then we go neat* her, that her ear lofe nothing 

Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it. 

No, truly, Urfula, (he's too difdainful ; 
I know her fpirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 

Urf. But are you fure. 
That Benedick loves Beatrice fo entirely ? 

Hero. So fays the Prince, and my new-trothed Lord. 

Urf» Anddid they bid you tell her of it. Madam? 

Hero. They did intreat her to acquaint her of it ; 
But I perfuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 

T 
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To vn(h him wreftle with afFe<Slion, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urf, Why did you fo ; doth not the gentleman 

Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed, 

As ever Beatrice fliall couch upon ? 
Hero. O god of love ! 1 know he dotli deferve 

As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But nature never fram'd a Woman's heart 

Of prouder fluff than that of Beatrice. 

DIfdam and fcom ride fparkhng in her eyes, 

MIfprizing what they look on ; and her wit 

Values itf elf fo highly, that to her 

All matter elfe feems weak ; fhe cannot love, 
Nor take no fhape nor project of affcdlion, 
She is fo felf-endeared. 

Urf. Sure I think fo; 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, left fhe make fport at it. 

Hero. Why, you fpeak truth. I never yet faw man^ 
How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featured. 
But (he would fpell him backward. * If fair-fac'd, 

* She'd fwear the gentleman fhould be her filler ; 

* If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic, 

* Made a foul blot ; if tall, a launce ill-headed; 

* If low, an aglet very vilely cut ; 

' If fpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

* If filent, wliy, a block moved with none.' 
So turns fhe every man the vrrong fide out. 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth. 

Urf. Sure, fure, fuch carping is not commendable. 

Hero, No-; for to be fo odd, and from all fafhions. 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 
But who dare tell fo ? If I flionld fpeak, 
She'd mock me into air ; O fhe would laugh me 
Out of myfelf, prefs me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Confume away in fighs, wafte inwardly ; 
It ^erc a better death than die with mocks, 
Wiiidi is as bad as 'tis to die with tickling. 

Ur/n Yet tell her of it ; hear what fhe will fay. 

~ Mo, rather I will go to Benedick, 
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And counfel him to fight againft his paffion. 
And, truly, I'll devife fomc honeft flandcrs 
To ftain my coufin with ; one doth not know 
How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 

Urf. O, do not your coufin fuch a wroog. • 

She cannot be fo much without true judgment^ 
( Having fo fwift and excellent a wit 
As (he is priz'd to have,) as to ref\ife 
So rare a gentleman as Benedick. 

Hero, He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my diear Claudto. 

Urf, t pray you be not angry with Inc, Madam, 
Speaking my fancy; Signior BenedicJ^, 
For fhape, for beanng, argument, and vakmr, 
Goes foremoft in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 

Urf, His excellence ^\A. earn it ere he had it. 
When are you marry 'd, Madam? 

Htro. Why, every day; to-morrow; come, go in, ' 
I'll (hew thee fome attires, and have thy cotmfel 
Which is the belt to fumiih me to-morrow. 

Urf She's lim'd, I warrant you; we have caught 
her, Madam. 

Hero, If it prove fof then loving goes by hape : 
' Some Cupids kill with arrows, fbme with traps. \Exeust* 

Beairkej advancing. 

Beat, What fire k in my can? can this be true? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and fcom fb much ? 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden-pride, adieu! 

No glory lives behind the back of fuch. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou doft love, thy kindnefs (hall incite thee 

To biad our loves up in a holy band. 
For others fay, thou doft deferve ; and I 
Believe it better than'reportingly. [^Exii* 

SCENE n. Leonato's hovfe. 

Enter Don ^edro^ Claudioj JBenediciy and Leonaio* 

PeJro. I do but ftay till your marnage be confum- 
mate, and then go I toward Anagou^. 

Claud. 
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Claud, 1*11 bring you thither my Lord| if you'll vouch- 
'fafe me. 

Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a^fofl in the new 
glofs of your marriage, as to fliew a child his new coat, 
and forbid him to wear it. I w31 only be bold with 
Benedick for his company : for, from the crown of his 
head to the fole of his foot, he is all mirth ; he hath 
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-ftring, and the little hang* 
man dare not flioot at him : he hath a heart as found as a 
bell, and his tongue is the clapper; for what his heart 
thinks, his tongue fpeaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So fay I ; methinks you are fadder. 

Claud. I hope he is in love. 

Pedro. Hang him, truant, there^'s no true drop of 
blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love } if he be 
fad, he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene, Hang it. ' 

Claud. You muft hang it fir ft, and draw it afterwards. 

Pedro. What ! figh for the toothaach ! 

Leon. Which is but a humour, or a worm. 

Bene. Well, every one can mafter a grief but he that 
has it. . • 

Claud. Yet fay I, he is in love 

Pedro. " There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
** unlefs it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes; 
"as to be a Dutchman to-day, a Fienchman to-mor- 
*'tow; or in the (hape of two countries at once; a 
, " German from the wafte downward, all flops ; and a 
"Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet." Un- 
kfahehave a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, 
he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it to appear 
leis. 

Claud. If he be not in love with fome woman, there 
\^ is Otf believing old figns: he brufhes his hat o' mornings; 
* what (hould that bode ? 

h any man feen him at the barber's ? 
No, but the barber's man hath been feen with 
the old ornament of his cheek hath already 
tennis-balls. 

Leon. 
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Ltm^ Indeed he looks youngtr than he. did bytix lofir 
of a beard. 

Pedro. Nay, he ruhs himiielf with civet ; cm yoa fiueH 
him out by that ? 

C/atf J. That's as much as to fay. th\e fsrert jondi's m 
love. 

Pedro. Tlie greateft note of it is his mdancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont to waih his &ce i 

Pedro. Yea, or to paint himfelf ? for the which, I heaf 
what they fay of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jefting fpirit, which is now crept 
into a lute-ftring, and now governed by fi©p»— • 

Pedro. Indeed that tells a heavy talc for him* Con* 
elude he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but T know who loves him. 

Pedro. Tliat would 1 know too : I warranf , one that 
knows him not. 

Claud. Yes» and his ill concKtioos, and in defpijght of 
ally dies for him. 

Pedro. She fhall be bury'd with her face upwards. 

Bent. Yet is this no charm for the tooth -ach. Old 
Slgnior, walk afide with me ; I have ftudy'd eight or 
nine wife words to fpeak tayou, which thefe hobby4iorfe» 
mvA not hear. {^Exeunt Benedick and Leonato. 

Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud. 'Tis even fo. Hero and Margaret have by 
thia play 'd their parts with Beatrice ; and then- the two 
bears vrill not bite one another when they meet. 

SCENE HI. Enter Don John. 

John. My Lord and brother, God fave youv 

Pedro. Good den, brother. 

yohn. If your leifure ferv*d, I would fpeak with you. 

Pedro. In private? 

John. If it plcafe you; yet Count Claudio may Ikear;^ 
for what 1 would fpeak of, concerns him. 
. Pedro. What's the matter ? 

jfohn. Means your Lordfliip to be marry'd to mor- 
row? [7o Claudio* 

PeJro. You know he does. 
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John, 1 know aot that, whtaa he knaws wiiat I 
know. 

Ckmd. If dicre be any impediment, I pray you dif- 
cover it. 

John, You may think I love you not; let that appettt 
hereafter and aim better at me by that I now will ma- 
nifeft; for my brother, I think, he holds you well, and 
in deamefs of heart hath holp to effeft your'enfuing 
marriage; furely, fuit ill i^>ent, and labour ill bc- 
AowMl 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 

J9hn. I came hither to tell you, and circumftancei 
Atorten'd, (for (lie hath been too long a-talking of,) the 
lady is difloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

John. Even fhe; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 

Claud. Difloyal? 

John. The word is too good to paiht out her wic- 
kednefs. [ could fay flie were worfe; think you of a 
worfe title, and I will fit her to it ; wonder not till 
■ further warrant ; go but with me to-night, you fhall fee 
her chamber-window enter'd, even the night before her 
wedding-day. - If you love her, then to-morrow wed 
her; but it would better fit your honour to change 
your mind. 

Claud. May this be fo? 

Pedro. I Will not think it. 

John. If you dare not truft that you fee, confefs not 
that you know ; if you will follow mc, 1 will fhtw you 
enough; and when you have feen more and heard 
Jftorc, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I fee any thing to-night why I fhould not 

Sarry her to-morrow; in the congregation, where I 
ould wed, there will 1 (kame her. 
P^^dro. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to difgracc hen 

John. I will difparage her no farther, till you are 
my witseffor; bear it coldly but till night, and let the 
ifue fbew itfdf. 
I^iiro. Oday untowardly turn'd! 
£J||mII O mifchief flrangely thwarting ! 
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^ohn, O plagiic right weU prevented ! 
So you will fey, when you have fcen the fequel. 

lExevH. 

SCENE IV. Changes to thejireei. 

Enter Dogberry and Verges^ with the *tvatch. 

Dogh, Ace you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or tlfe it were pity but they (hould Mer 
falvation, bocly and foul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for 
them, if they fhould havt any allegiance in them, be* 
ing chcfen for the Prince's watch. 

Ferg, Well, g\y^ them their charge, neighbour Dog- 
berry. 

jDogb» Firft, who think you the moft defartlefs man 
to be conflable? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, Sir, or George Seacolej 
for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacole: God hath 
blefs*d you with a good name; and to be a well-favour'd 
man is the gift of fortune, but to write and read comes 
by nature. 

2 Watch, Both which, Mtffter Confbble 

Dogh, You have : I knew, it would be your anfwer. 

Well, for your favour, Sir, why, give God thanks, and 
make no boaft of it ; and for your writing and reading, 
let that appear when there is more need of fuch vanity; 
you are thought here to be the moft fenfelefs and fit man 
for the conftable of the watch, therefore bear you the Ian- 
thorn : this is your charge : you (hall comprehend all va- 
grom men ; you are to bid any man ftand, in the Prince's 
name. 

2 Watch » How if he will not ftand! 

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him, but let him go; 
and prefently call the reft of the watch together, and 
thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. I f he will not ftand when he is bidden, he is 
none of the Prince's fubjeAs. 

Dogh. True, and they are to meddle with none but 
the Prince's (ubjedls. You (liail alfo make no noife in 

the 
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le ftreets ; for, for the watch to babble tod talk, it molt 
llerable, and not to be endur'd. 

^t Watch, «* We will rather deep than talk ; we know 
*what belongs to a watch." 
"^ Dogh. «« Why, you fpeak like an ancient and mo ft 

quiet watchman, for I cannot fee how deeping {hould 

offend; only have a care that your bills be not ftoleii. 

Well, you are to call at all the ale-houfes, and bid them 

Aat are drunk get them to bed." 
i'% Watch. How if they will not? - ; 

Dogh, Why then let them alone till they Wfober; if 
key make you not then the better anfwer, you may lay, 

jy are not the men you took them for, 

2 WatcL Well, Sir. 
\Dogh, If you meet a thief, you mayiufpef^ him by vir- 
of your ofiice to be no true man ; and for fuch kind 

Kmen, the lefs you meddle or make* with them, why, 
J more is for your honefty. 
',2 WatcL If we know him to be a thief, fhall we not 
Sj hands on him I 

} Dogb. Truly, by your office you may ; but, I thinks 
ley that touch pitch will be defiPd: the moft pcace- 
\kt way for you, if you do take a thief, {3, to let 
un (hew himfelf what he is, and fteal out of yoi^ corn- 
lay- 

\ Verg, You have been always calPd a merciful man, 
irtner. 

Dugh. Truly, I vrould not hang a dog by my will, 
wch more a man who hath any honefty in him. 

Verg, If you hear a child cry in the night, you muft 

' to the nurfe and bid her ftill it. 

% Watch, How if the nurfe be afleep, and will riot 

IT us? ^ . 

t>ogh. Why, then depart in peace, and let thc^ child 
•^ke her with crying: for the ewe that will not hear 
lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a calf when he 
Its. ^ 

Vetg. ^'Tis very true, 

Sc^. This is the end of the charge: you, conftable, 
prefent the Prince'3 own perfon j if you meet the 
ii? the m'ght, you may ftay him. 
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Ver^ Nfgr» Py^rhdf» that, I think, he cannot. 

Dofff. rive (hiDings to one po't with any man tta^ 
Jll^nows the (Ututesy he may ftay him; marryy not wilk* 
out the Prince be willing; for indeed the watch ought to 
olfend no m^; apd it is an o^enpe to ilay a man agai;^ 
j|iis win 

V'er^- Py'rlady, I think it be ib. 
, D(^b^ H^, ha» ha ! well, mailers, good night ; an thire 
'Jbe any matter of weight chances, .caU up me ; |ceq> your 
fellow's cotmfds and your own, and goo4 night. Q^x^t 
.^Ifighbour, 

2 WoJUk* Well, naaflers, we he^ our^if^arge; let us 
g:o fit here upo^ the church-bench tiU t^o, and then all 
to bed. 

Do^k^ One word nu>re« lione^ neigbbours. I pray 
jp\x w^b d>out Signior Leonato's door, for the weil- 
xiuji^ bemg th^re to^niqrrpii^^ there i^ a great co^ to-night. 
^4cu J be vigilant^ I befeeoh you, 

£ExeurU Dogbirryi and Verges, 

SCENE V. Enter Borachio and Conrade. 

!Bpra, What? Conrade .. . .m 

U^idH. Peace, Iftir not. ^J^de, 

£(^a^ Comqade, I fay. 

Conr* Here, man, I an» at thy elbow. 

Bfira. .^SMs, and my %lbow itqb'd, I thought there 
mould ^ fcab follow. 

Cif^r^ I win o^^e thee an anfwer for that, and now fort 
j^ard yrith thy tale. 

Bora. Stand thee clofe then under this pent-houfe, for 
it drizzles rain, and I w^, like a true drunkard, uttt^ aQ 
to thee* 

Watch, Some treafon, mafters ; yet (land clofe. 

Bgra. « Therefore know, 1 have earned of Don John a. 
thouiand ducats. • 

Conr. Is it poflible that any villainy fhould be fo dear? 

Bcra. ThoM fliould'ftr rather aik, if it were polfible any 
j^illain fliQuld be fo rich ? for when rich villains have need 
pf poor ones, poor ones may make what price ti|^y wiU^i 

Co^r, 1 lyondcr at it. ^ ,* 

Bora^ 
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S^na Tte^ ffieWs, tliou art uncoriSmM ; tlibti kfto^eft, 
tluit the i^flikm of a doublet^ or a hat, or a cloaks 
is nothing to a man. 

€W. Tc«j it is ^ppard. 

Sora. 1 itican the nifhion. 

Conr. Yes, the feJhioft is tht fkifttbri'. 

JBora. Tufli, I tiiay its well fay, tlie fcbl's the fooJi 
W fec^ft thou not, \^hat a deformed thief this fafliion is ? 

Waub. I know that Deforme4; l^e has been a vil^ 
thief thcfe feven years ; h^ goes tip arid d6#rt Mkfe a 
geatktn&n: I remember his name. 

Bora. Did({ thou not h^r foAie body ? 

Cfmr, No, 'twajB the vane oir tlEc hcmfir. 

^0. Seeft thou not, I fay, what a 4cf<mti^ t&ief 
tills fafhion is? how giddity he turns abbtrt ^ the i^^* 
%iods between fouit^h ai^d five and tKiitt, fodietf^et 
falhionmg them like. Pharaoh** foidfdV ni ilfe H^^ 
pamtiz^g; finfiethneg VSic the OoA Bd^i pileft^ fii the 
oid church window; fometimes Uke the fiiavtn Hef* 
cdes* in the fmirch worm-eaten tapeftry, where his 
codpiece feefi^s as ma^ as his cdub; 

Ctmr. All this I fee, and fee that the fa^^ion wears 
t\^ more apparel than t&e man ; Sut art not thon dty- 
felf giddy with the Miion too. that thou hift Jsjfted 
eut of thy talc into telling me ot the fefhion? 

Bora, Not fo neither; bqt know, tW 1 Ka^C to-itjjttit 
wooed Margaret, the Lady He^o^s g^ntl^Woman,^y 
Ac name of Hero; ftie leans me put at hef nuftrefs's 
chamber-window, bids mp a thoufeftd tiines giobd # 
night — —I feB this tale vScly— — I fhotifd firft tell tft^, 
low the ?rinc'e, Ckudio, slnd nty ihafter, planted ahd 
jjficed, and pofTeflTed by my mailer Don John^ fjtw afar 
Win the orchard this amiable encounter. 

Cmr, And thought they Margaret was H^o? 

Bora* Two of them did, the Prince 9nd Oaudfo ; 
ftrfthe &lr3 my mafter knew flie Was Margaret; and 
>5«tly by his oaths, which firft poifefs'd them ; pairtly by 
m dark. night, which did deceive them; but chiefly 

my v3lianyv which did confirm any flander that Don 

&idtiiiade, away w^nt Ckudio enraged; fwbrt, he 

-fiSHA her as he ^tis appointed next doming at tiie 

*' D 2 temple 

* Meaning Samfoo. 
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temple» and there, before the whole cojisregation, (hame 
her with what he faw o*er night, and lend her home a- 
galn without a hufband. 

1 Watch, We charge you in the Prince's name, ftand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right Mafter Conftable; we have 
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of lechery tliat 
eter was known in the common-wealth. i 

1 Watch, And one Deformed is one of them 5 1 know 
him, he wears a lock. 

Conr. Mailers, Mailers, ■■ ■■ 

2 Watch, You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I 
warrant you. 

Conr, Mailers, 

I Watch, Never fpeak; we charge y9u,'let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, be- 
ing taken up of thefe mens bills 

Conr. A commodity in queflion, I warrant you : 
comp, we'll obey you. [^Exeunt* 

SCENE VI. ' Heroes apartment In Leonato*s hotift. 

Enter Hero^ Margaret^ and Urfula. 

Hero. Good Urfula, wake my coufin Beatrice, and de- 
fire her to rife. 

UrJ.^ I wiH, Lady. 

Herq. And bid. her come hither. 
^ Urf. Well iEs]t. 

Marg, Troth, I think your other rebato were better* 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 

Marg, By my troth, it's not fo good ; and I warrant 
your couiin will fay fo. 

Hero. My couiin's a fool, and thou art another. Til 
wear none but this. 

Marg. I hke the new tire within excellently, if the 
hair were a thought browner ; and your gown's a moil 
rare fafhion, i ' faith. I faw the Duchefs of Milan's gown, 
that they praife fo. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay. 

Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in refped 
of yours ; cloth of gold and cuts, and lac'd with filver, 
£et with pearls, down-fleeves, fid«?-fleeves and ilcirts 

roundj 
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r undei4)orne with a blueifh tmfid; but for a fSne, 
, graceful, and excellent fafliion, yours is worin 

0. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is tx- 
g heavy! 

rg. 'Twill be heavier foon by the weight of a matf. 
o. Fie upon thee, art not afhamM? 
rg. Of what, Lady? of fpeaking honburably? ts 
larriage honourable in a beggar? is not your Lord^ 
rable whhout marriage ? I think you wonld have 
y (faviag your reverence) a hpfbandp If bad 
ng do not wreft true fpeaking, I'll offend no bo- 
8 there any harm in — the heavier for ahtifband?^ 
I think, if it be the right hufband, and the right 
jtherwife *& hght and not heavy. Afk niy Lady 
ce eife, here (he comes. 

SCENE VIL Ent€r Beatrice. 

'0, Good morrow, coz. 

f. Good morrow, fweet Hero. 

■o. Why, how now? do you fpeak in the fick 

f. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

rg. Clap us into Light o* love ; that goes without a 

1 ; do you fing it, and I'll dance it. 

ih Yes, Light 0* love with your heels; then if your 

id have fiables enough, you'll look he (hall lack 

TIS. 

rg. O iUegkimate conilru^lion t I fcorn that with 

els. 

/. Tis almoft five o'clock, coulin; 'tis time you 

eady : by my troth, 1 am exceeding ill ; Hey ho 1 

rg. For a hawk, a horfe, or a hufband? 

It, For the letter that begins them all, H. 

rg. Well, if you be riot turu'd Turk, there's no 

'aih'ng by the ftar. 

[/. What means the fool, trow? 

rg. Nothing I, but God fend every one their 

i dedre! 

». Thefe gloves the Count fent me; they are an 

riat perfume. 

t. 1 ^m fta^Td, cotdntf I cannot fiiKSU 

i> i Mttf^. 
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Marg, A maid, and ftuflf'd ! there's goodly catching 
of cold. 

Seat, O, God help me, God help me, how long have 
you profefs^d appreheniion ? 

Marg. Ever fince you left it; doth not my wit be- 
come me rarely ? 

Seat. It is not feen enough, you (hould wear it in 
your cap. By my troth, I am iick. 

Marg. Get you fome of thia diftill'd Carduus Bene- 
dl^ufi and lay it to your heart ; it is the only thing for 
a qualm. ^ 1 

Hero, There thou prick'ft her with a thiftle. 

Beat. BenedtQus? why Benedi^us? you have fome 
moral in this BenediSus. J 

Marg. Moral? no, by my troth, I have no moral ! 
meaning, I meant plain holy-thiiile. You may thinki 
perchance, that 1 think you are in Ipve : nay, By'rlady, 
1 am not fuch a fool to think what I lift ; nor 1 lift not 
to think what I can; nor indeed I cannot think, if I 
would think my heart out with thinking, that you are 
in love, or -that you will be in love, or that you can be 
in love. Yet Benedick was fuch another, and now is he 
become a man. He fwore he would never marry ; and 
yet now, in defpight of his heart, he eats his meat 
without grudging: and how you may be converted, I 
know not; but methinks you look with your eyes as 
other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 
Marg. ' Not a falfe gallop. 

Enter Urfula. 

Urf, Madam, withdraw; the iPrince, the Countj 
Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of 
the town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg, goo*^ 
Urfula. [^Exeunt' 

SCENE VI 11. Jnother apartment iu Leonato*s houfe* 

Enter LeonatOf with Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon. What would you with me, honeft neighbour? 
Dogb. Marry, Sir, I would have fome confidence 
mth you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon% 
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Leon,, Bri^i^ I pray, you ; for, you fee, *tia a bufy 
time with me : 
Dogb. Marry, this it is, Sfr. 
Ftr^, Yes, in truth it is, Sir. 
Deon. What is it, my good friends? 
Dogb. Goodman Verges, Sir, fpeaks a h'ttle of the 
matter; an old man, Sir, and his wits are not fo biunt» 
as, God help, 1 would defire they were; but, in ffith, 
honeft as the ikin between his brows. 

Vcrg. " Yes, I thank God, I am as honeft as any 
** man living, that is an old man, and no honefter , 
"than 1." 

Dogb. Comparifons are odorous; palabras^ neigh- 
bour Verges. 
Leon* Neighbours, you are tedious. 
Dogb* It pleafes your worfhip to fay fo, but we arc 
the poor Duke's officers; but truly, for mine own part, 
if I were as tedious as a King, 1 could find in my heart 
to beftow it all of your Worfhip. 
Leon. All thy ted^ufnefs on me, ha ? 
Dogb* Yea, and 'twere a thoufand times more thaa 
'tis, for 1 hear as good exclamation on your Worfhip as 
of any man in the city ; and though I be but a poor 
man, I am glad to hear it. 
Verg. And fo am i 

Leon* I would fain know what you have to fay. 
, Verg* Marry, Sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
your Worfhip's prefence, hath ta*en a couple of as ar- 
rant knaves as any in MeHina. 

Dogb. "A good old man, Sir; he will be talking; 
" as they fay. When the age is in, the wit is out ; Grod 
** help us, it is a world to fee : well faid, i' faith, 
" neighbour Verges, well, he's a good man ; an two 
** men ride of a horfe, one muft ride behind ; an honeft 
"foul, i' faith, Sir, by my troth he is, as ever broke 
"bread; but God is to be worfhipp'd; all men are 
"not alike, alas, good neighbour!" 
Leqin* indeed, neighbour, he comes too fhort of you. 
Dogb, Gifts, that God gives. 
Isetm* I muft leave you. 
»f Jkgb, One word, Sir; our watch have, indeed, 
* OMBprehended two aufpicious perfons^ and we would 
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have them thu moming^ examined bdfoffe your Worffcip. 

L^n. Take their examination yourfelf, and hrtng it 
me; I am now in great hafte, as may appear unto you* 
^Dogh. It fhall be fuffigance. 

Leon. Drink fome wine ere you go : fare you weH. 

Enter a Mejenger. 

Meff. My Lordy they ftay for you to give your daugh* 
ter to her hu(band. 

Leofu PU wait upon them. I am ready. \Ex. Leon, 

Dogh. Go, good piMTtner, go get you to Francis Sea- 
coal, bid him bring his pen and inkhom to the jail; 
we are now to examine thofe men. 

Verg. And we muft do it wifely. 

Dogb, " We wfll fpare for no wit, I warrant ; here's 
«* that (hall drive fome of them to a non-com.'* On- 
ly get the learned writer to fet down our excommtmica'-' 
rion, and meet me at the jail. [^Exetmt. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

ji Church, 

Enter Don Pedro^ Don John^ Leonato^ Frlar^ ClatuUoy 
Benetffciy Hero^ and BeatrUe. 

Leon, \^ OME, Friar Frands, be brief; only to thr 
plain form of marriage, and you fhall recount their parti- . 
cular duties afterwards. 

Friar, You come hither, my Lord, to marry this lady? 

Claud. No. 

Leon, To be marry 'd to her, Eriar; you come to 
many her. 

Friar, Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to thii 
Count. 

Hero. I do. 

Friar, If either of you know any inward impediment 
why you (hould not be conjoin'd, I charge you on your 
fouls to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero, None, my Lord. 

Friar, Know you any, CouBt2 

Leon^ 
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Leon, I dare make^, amfwer,. None. 

Claud. O what men dare da! what men may do ! 
what men daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene. How now! interje£Uons ? why, then fome be of 
laughing, as Ha, ha, he ! 

Ciaud, Stand thee by, Friar. Father, by your leave, 
Will you with^ree and unconftrained foul 
Gi?e me this maid your dau^iter } 

Leon. As freely, fon, as God did give her me. 

Claud, And what have I to gjve you back, whoiie 
' , worth 

May counterp(Hf& this rich and precious, gift ?' 

Pedro. Nothing, unlefs you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfulnc&^ 
There, Leonato, take her back again ; 
Give not this rotten, orange to your friend. 
She's but the iign and femblance of her honour; 
Behold;, how like a maid (he blufhes here ! 
0, what authority and fliew of truth 
Can cunning fin cover itfelf withal! 
Comes not that blood, ^s moddk evidence. 
To witnefs fimple virtue ? would you not (yrc^r 
All you that fee her, that (he were a maid, 
By thefe exterior (hews? But fhe is none^ 
'She knows the heat of a luxurious bed; 1 

Her blufh ft guiltinefs, not modefty, 

L^on* What do you mean, my Lord? 

Claud. Not to be marry 'd, 
Not knit my foul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my Lord, S you in yoiu* o;mi approof 
Have vanquiih'd the refiftance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity 

Claud. I know what you would fay: if I hav€ 
known her, 
Xou'Il fay fhe did embrace me as a hufbandi. 
And fo extenuate the forehand iin. 
No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 
But, as a brother to his lifter, (hfw*d 
Safhful iincerity, and comely love. ^ , 

mMero, And fcem'd I ever othervvjfe to you ? 
.Cbmd^ Out on thy feeming ! 1 will rat* agaiiift it ; 
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You fccm to mc as Dian in hci* orB, 
As cfaaik as is the bud ere ft tfe blotirn : 
But you arc more intemperate in your bloo^ 
Than Venus, or thofe pampcr'd animals 
That rage in favage fenfuality. 

Hero. Is my Lord weU, that hie doth Ipedc ft wi^c.^ ; 

L^on. Sweet Piince, why fpeit not you ? 

Pedro. What fhould I fpeak ? 
I (land difhpnourMy that have gone abotrt 
T© link ray dear friend to a common fbde. 

Leon, Are thefe things fpoken, or do t but dream ?' 

^ohn Sir, t'^ey are fpoketr^ and thefe things' afre tt^- 

Bene. This looks not like a nupti^ 
-^ffero. Tree! O God! 

Claud, Leonato,. ftand I here ? 
Is this the Prince? Is this the Princfe*s bPOfhcr?" 
Is this fjtoe Hero's ? are our eyes oUr own ? 

Leon, All this is fof bpt what of this, myLofdf 

Claud Let me but move one qpeftion to your dt&^ttlf^ 
And, by that fatherly and kindfy power 
That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do fo,, as thou art my childk 

Hero, O God defend me, how am 1 befct! 
What kind of catechifing call you this ? 

Clasrd, To make you anfwer truly fo yoUr nfame; 

Hero, Is it not Hero ? who can blot thslt name 
With anyjuft reproach? - 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 
Hero herfelf can blot out Hero^f virtue* 
What man was he talk'd with you yefternlgjit 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, aufvver to this 

Hero. I talk'd with no matt at that hour, my Lorcjt 

Pedro. Why, then you are no maiden. LebnatOy 
L am forry, you muft hear ; upon mine honour, - 
Myfelf, my brother, and this gneved Count , 

Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft nighty 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 
Who hath indeed, like an illiberal villain, 
Confcfs'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thoufand times in fecret. *. * u< 

7ohn, Fie, fie, they are not to be nam'd, my Loi-d,' ; 

Not 
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be {pokcn of; 

s not chaftity enough in language, 

it offence, to utter themi thus, pretty Lady, 

ny for thy much mifgovfrnment. 

£ O llero! What a Hero hadft thou been, 

thy outward graces had been plac'd 

the Oughts and coun&k of thy heart? 

e thee well, jnoft foul, moil fair I farewell 

•ure impiety, and impiops purity* 

j^ I'll lock up all the gates of love, 

1 my eye-lids (hall conje£lure hang, 

I all1)eauty into thoughts of harm; 

rver (hall it more be gracious. 

, Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 

. Why, how now,£ouj[in ? wherefore fiftk you down ? 
!• Come, let us go ; thefe things come thus to light^ 
r her fpirits up» 

[^Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John and Claud, 

SCENE IL 

. How doth the lady ? 
. Deadi I think i help, uncle. 
wK)r, Hero ! uncle ! Signior Benedick ! Friar I 
• O fate ! take not away thy heavy hand^ 
Is the faireft cover for her fhame, 
lay be wifh'd for. 
. How now, coufin Hero? 
r. Have comfort. Lady. 
:. Doft thou look up ? 

r. Yea, wherefore (hould ihe not ? * 

u Wherefore ? why, doth not every earthly thing 
imc upon her? coidd fhe here deny 
sry that is printed in her blood ? 
t live. Hero, do not ope thine eyes: 
1 i think thou wouldft not quickly die, 
ht I thy fpirits were ftronger than thy fhames, 
would o;i the rercward of reproaches 
at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
^tlMPitat frugal nature's frame? 
|^M> Biiich by thee. Why had I one ? 
!jp ^ ' Why 

1/ 
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Why ever waft thou lovely m my eyes ? 
Why had I not, with charitable hand. 
Took up a beggar's iflue at my gates ? 
Who fmeared thus, and mir'd with infamy, 
1 might have faid, no part of it is mine ; 
This (hame derives itfelf from unknown loins. 
But mine, as mine I lov'd, as mine I prais'd. 
As mine that I was proud on, mine fo much. 
That Imyfelfwasto myfelf not mine, 
Valuing of her ; why, (he, ■ Q, fhe, is fafl'n 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea 
Hath drops too few to wafh her clean again ; 
And fait too little, which may feafon give 
To her foul tainted flefh ! 

Bene, Sir, Sir, be patient ; 
For my part, I am fo attir'd in wonder, 
I know not what to fay. 

Beat. 0, on my foul, my coufin is bely'd. 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow kft night ? 

Beat, No, truly, not ; although until laft night 
I have this twelvemonth beep her bedfellow. • 

Leon. Confirmed, confirmed ! O, that is ftronger mad 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron,. 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio h*e, 
Who lov*d her fo, that, fpeakjng of her foulnefs, 
Wafh'd it with tears ? Plence from her, let her die. 

Frtar, Hear me a little, 
For I have only been filent fo long, 
And given way unto this courfe of fortune, 
By noting of the lady. I have mark'd 
A thoufand blufhing apparitions 
To ftart into her face ; a thoufand innocent (hamea 
In angel- whit enefs bear away thofe blufties j 
And in her eye there hath appeared a fire, 
To burn the errors that thefe pnnccs hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Call me a fool, 
Truft not my reading, nor my obfervations, 
Which with experimental feal do warrant 
The tenor of my book; tnift not my age. 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this fweet lady lie not guiltlefs here 
Under fome biting error. ' . 
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Leon. Fnar, it cannot be. 
Thou feeft that all the grace that {he hath left. 
Is, that file will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury ; fhe not denies it : 
V\rhy feek'ft thou then to cover with excufe 
That which appears in proper nakednefs ? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero, They know that do accufe me ; I know none ; 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that wliicb maiden modelly doth warrant, 
I-et all my fins lack mercy ! — O ray father! 
l^ve you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yeftemight 
Maintained the change of words with any creature^-* 
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar* There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the princeS'. 

Bene, Two of them have the very bent of honour, 
And if their wifdoms be miOed in this. 
The pra6^ice of it lives in John the baftard, 
\Vhofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. I know not ; if they fpeak but truth of her, 
Thefe hands (hall tear her; if they wrong herhonout| 
The proudeft of them fhall well hear of it. ,^ 
Time hath not yet fo dry*d this blood of mine, 
Nor age fo eat up -my invention, 
Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means, 
Kor my bad life reft me fo much of friends, 
But they (hall find, awak'd in fuch a kind. 
Both ftrcng^h of limb, and poh'cy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends. 
To quit me of them thoroughly* 

Friar. Paufe a while. 
And let my coUnfel fway you m this cafe. 
Your daughte&here the princes left &r dead \ 
Let her a while be fecretly kept in. 
And publifh it that Aie is dead indeed: 
Maintain a mourning oilentation. 
And on your family's old inonument 
Hang motunful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a buriaL 

Leon, What (hall become of this ? whAt uifl. tVds Ao^. 

jF/tar. Manj, this, well carry'd, (haU on \kW >a^^ 
Vol, IL £ C^aaxv^^t 
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Change (lander to remorfe; that is fome good; 
But not for that dream I on this ftrangecouife. 
But on this travail look for greater birth* 
She dying, as it muft be fb maintained. 
Upon the inftant that fhe was accus'd, 
Shall be- lamented, pity'd, and excus'd. 
Of every hearer ; for it fo fells out. 
That what we have wc prize not to the worth. 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and loft. 
Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue that pofTeflion would not fhew us 
Whilft it was ours. — So will it fare with Claudio. 

* When he (hall hear (he dy'd upon his words, 
< Th' idea of her life (hall fweetly creep 

* Into his ftudy of imagination, 

« And every lovely organ of her life 
'« Shidl come apparelPd in more precious habit; 

* More moying, delicate, and full of life, 

* Into the eye and profpeft of his foul, 

« Than when fhe liv'd indeed.' Then (hall he moum, 

If ever love had intereft in his liver, 

Andwifhhe had not fo accufed her; 

No, though he thought his accufation tnic. 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefs 

Will falhion the event in better fliape 

Than I can lay it do^vn in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be leveU'd falfe. 

The fuppofition of the lady's death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her. 

As bell befits her wounded reputation. 

In fome reclufive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injunes. 

Bine. Signior Leonato, let the Friar advife you. 
And though, you know, my inwardnefs and love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio; 
Yet, by mine honour, I ^I'ill deal in this 
. As fecretly and juftly as your foul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that 1 flow in grief. 
The fmalleft twine may lead me. 
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Friar, 'Tis well confented, prefently away; 

For to llrange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cnre— 
Come, Lady, die to live ; this wedding-day 

Perhaps is but prolonged: have pati^ce, and endure. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Manent Benedick and Beatrice. ' 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept ail this while ? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. 1 will not defire that* 

Beat. You have no reafon, 1 do it freely. 

Bene. Sttrely I do believe your fair couiin is wrong'd- 

Bene. Ah, how much might the man defcrve of me> 
tliat would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to fhew fuch friendship? 

Beat. A very even way, but no fuch friend* 

Bene. May a man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene, I do love nothing in the world fo well as you j 
is not that ftrange ? 

Beaf^ As ftrange as the thing I know not. It were 
as poiiible for me to fay, 1 loved nothing fo well as 
"you; but believe me not, and yet I lie not; I con- 
iefs nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am forry for my. 
coufin. 

Bene. By my fword, Beatrice, thou lov'ft me. 

Beat. Do not fwear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will fwear by it, that you love me; and I wHi 
make him cat it that fays I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no fauce that can be devis'd to it; I. 
proteft I love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me» 

Bene. What offence, fweet Beatrice? 

B.'ot* You have ftay'd me in a happy hour; I was 
about to proteft I lov*d you. 

Bene. Arid do it with all thy heart. 

Beet. 1 love you with fo much of my heart, that 
none is left to proteft. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 
. Beat. Kill Claudio. 

^^j^^. Haf not for the wide world. •^ 

E z Beat« 
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Beat. You iiU me to deny; farewelL 

Bene. Tagy, fweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, tho' I am here; there is no loreii 
you ; nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene* Beatrice, 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends firft. 

Betft, You dare ealier be friends with me, than figiil 
•with mine enemy? 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat, Is he not approved in the, height a villain, that 
hath (lander'd, fconi*d, difhonour'd my kinfwoinan! 
O that I were a man! "Wliatl bear her in hand until 
they come to take hands, and then, with pubhc accufa- 

tion, uncovered (lander, unmitigated rancour ^O God| 

that \ were a man ! I would eat his heart in the mar- 
ket-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window!— a pro- 
per iiaying! 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice. 

Beat, ^weet Hero ! fhe is wrong'd, fhe i^ j(land€r*i» 
(he is undone. 

Bene. Beat- ■ 

Beat. Princes and Counts! furely, a princely tefti- 
mony, a goodly count-comfe6l, a fweet gallant, fure- 
ly i O that I were a man for his fake ! or that I had 
any friend would be a man for my fake! But manhood 
is melted into courtefies, valour into compliment, and, 
men are only tum'd into tongue, and trim opes too. 
He is now as valiant as Hercules, that only tells a He, 
and fweare it. I cannot be a man with wiftiing, there- 
fore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice; by this hand I loye 
4hee. " ^ 

Beat. Ufe it for my love fome other way than fwear- 
ing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your foul the Count Claudio 
hath wrong'd Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as fure as I have a thought or a foul. 

^me. Enpugh; I am engag'd; I will challenge him, 
/ wiU kifs your hand, and {o kase ^ou\ \5^ \\m WvA, 
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Cbudio fhall render me a de^r account ; as you hear of 
me, fo think of me ; go comfort your coufin : I muft fay 
(he is dead; and fo farewell. * \_Exeunt* 

% 
SCENE IV. Changes to a prlfon. 

Enter Dq^herry^ Vergesy BorachiOy Conrad:^ ihe Toum* . 
Clerk y and Sexton in goivns. 

To, CL Is our whole diflcmbly appeared ? 
Dogb» 0> a ftooland a cufhion for the Sexton! 
Sexton, Which be the malefactors ? 
Fcrg, Marry, that am J and my partner. 
Dogb, Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition to , 
tfxmmt. 

Sexton, But which are the offenders that are to be ex- . 
amin'd? let them come before Mafter Conftable. 

To. CL Yea, marry, let.them come before me. What 
is your name, friend? 
Bora. Borachio. 

To. CL . Pray, write down, BoracMo. Ypur's, firrah ? 
Conr, 1 am. a gentleman. Sir, and my naUle is Con- 
rade\- 

To. CL Writedown, Mafitr Gentkman Conrade^ Ma-, 
I' fters, do you ferve God ? 
Both, Yea, Sir, we hope. 

T«. CL Write down, tliat they hope they ferve God? 
vl^d write Godfirft, .fg>r God defend, but God fhould go 
Ite&re fuch villains.-^ — Rafters, it is proved already, that 
"Ifouare littl6 bettei* than falfe knaves, and it will go neat 
t^.bfc thought fp.fliortly ; how anfwer you for yourfelves? 
Cmtr, Maqry,. Sirs, we fay we are none. 
Tip. CL A maTvellous witty fellow, I • aflure you, but 
« I will go, about with him, Come you hither, iih^h, , 
'^awprd- in your eaf, Sir; 1 fay to you, it is thought . 
^you are both falfe knaves." 

Bora. Sir, I fay to you, We are none. » 

To. C^" Well, ftand afide; 'fore God, thqr are 
** both mTatale; have you writ down, that they are -^7/ 

"nbne?" ^ '^ 

S(ne^. Mafter Town^Clerk, you go not the way to . 
''■ ^ E 3 exainine, 
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examine, youtfnufl call the watch that are their accufcrs. 
To. CI Yea, mar^y, that's the efteft way ; let the 
watch come forth. Mailers, i charge you in the Prince's 
name accufe thefe men. 

Enter Watchman. 

1 Watch. This man faid, Sn:, that Don John tk 
Princess brother was a villam. 

To. CL Write down, Prince John a villain ; why this is 
flat perjury, to call a Pri ce's brother villain. 

Bora. Mailer Town- clerk 

To. CI. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not Uke thy 
look, I promife thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ? 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a thoufand duy 
cats of Don Joha, for accufing the Lady Hero wrong- 
fully. 

To. CI Flat burglary, a& ever was committed. 
Dogh. Yea, by th' mafs, that it is. 

Sexton. What elfe, fellow ? 

\ Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, npon his 
words, t(^difgrace Hero before the whole aflembly, and 
not marry her. 

To. CI. O villain \ thou wilt be condemii'd into ever- 
lafting redemption for this. 

Sexton. What elfe? 

z Watch. This is all. 

Sexton, And this is more. Mailers, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this morning fecretly llol'n away: Hero 
was in thia manner accus'd, and in this very manner re« 
fus'd, and upon the grief of this fuddenly dy'd. Mafter 
Conftable, let thefe men be bound, and brought ta 
ILeonato; I will go before, and fhew him their examina* 
tioil 

Dogh. Come, let them be opinion-'d.. 

Sexton. Let them be^n hand. ££xit, 

Conr, Oir, Coxcomb! 

Dogb. God's my life, whereas the SextOTi I le^im write 
down the, Prince's officer Coxcomb, Come, IJid them^ 
thou naughty varlet. 

C^nr. Away ! you are an afs^/^ou are art afe. r- 
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Dogh. Doft thou Bot-fufpeft my place? doft thouliot 
fufpeft my years I O, that . he were here to write me 
down an afs! but> Mailers, remember, that I am an afa; 
though It be not written down, yet forget not that I am 
an afs. No, thou villain, thou art fuU of piety, as (hall * 
be prov'd upon thee by good witnefs. " I am a wife 
" fellow, and which is more, an officer; and which it 
« more, an houfholder; and which is more, as pretty a 
"piece of flefh as any in MefBna, and one that knows 
" the law ; go to, and a rich fellow enough ; go to, and a 
« fellow that hath had loffes ; and one that hath two 
** gowns, and every thing handfome about him. Bring 
<* him away ; O that 1 had been writ down an afs P'— — A- 

ACT V. SCENE I. 
Before Lecnatos houfe. 
Enter Leonalo and Antonto*. * 

Ant. X F you go on thns, you will kill yourfelfj. 
And 'tis not wifdom thus to fccond. grief 
Againft yourfclf. 

Leon* I pray thee, ceafe thy counfel. 
Which falls into mine ears as profitlefs 

As water iq a fieve; give not me counfel, ^^ 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, ^ 

But fuch a one whofe wrongs do fuit with jnine. 
Krtng me a father, that fo lov*d his child, 
Whofc joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
Ai^dbid him fpeak of patience; 
M^ure his woe the length and breadth of mine„ 
And let it anfwer every ftrain for ftrain : ^ 

As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch,. ^ 

In ^ycry lifteament,,b.anchr flftpe, and form. • * 
VttvtA ,a one will fmile, and ftroke his beard. 
And forriow wave ; cry. Hem I when, he (faould groan^J 
* f5l|A ipef with proverbs i make misfortune drunk 
kidlc-wajlers ; bring him yet to me, 
of him will gather patience. 

is no fuch man j for, brother, men 

•Call 
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« Can counfel, and give conifort to that grief 

* Which they themfelves not feel ; but tafting it, 

* Their counfel turns to paiiion, which before 

* Would give preceptial medicine to rage; 

* Fetter ftrong madnefs in a iilken thread ; 

* Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 

* No, no ; 'tis all mens* office to fpeak patience 

* To thofe that wiing under the load of forrowj 

* But no man's virtue, nor fufficiency, 

« To be fo moral, when he fhall endure 

* The like himfelf : therefore give me no counfel; 

* My griefs cry louder than advertifement.' 

j^nt. Therein do men from xrliildren nothing differ. 
Leon, I pray thee, peace; 1 will be flefh and blood;, 

* For there was never yet philofopher, 

*• That could endufe the tooth-ach patiently ; 

* However they have writ the ftyle of gods, 

^ And made a pifh at chance and fufferance.' 
^nt. Yet bend not alt the harm upon yourfelf: 

Make thofe that do offend you, fuffer too. 

Leon. There thou fpeak *ft reafon; nay,. I will do fo.. 

My foul doth tell me, Hero is bely'd ; 

And that fhall Claudio know, fo fhall the Prince j 

And all of them that thus difhonour her, 

SCENE IL, Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haftfly. 

Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you* 

Leon. Hear you^ my Lords ? 

Pedro. We have fome hafle, X.eonato. 

Leon. Some hafte, my Lord! well, fare you well, ra^ 

^ Lord. 
Ar^ou fo hafly now? well, all is one, 

Pedro, Nay, do not quarrel with' us, good old man^ 

Ant. If he could right himfelf with quarrelling^ 
SoiAe of us would lie low. 

C/fl»^. Who wrongs him ? ^ -4 

Leon. Marry, thou dofl wrong me, thou difTembkr 
thou! • "-• 

• Kay, 
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Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword, 
I fear thee not. 

ChnuL Marry, beflirew my hand, 
Jf it ihould give your age fuch caufe of fear; 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword. 

Leon, Tufh, tufh, man, never £eer and jefi at me. 
I fpeak not like a dotard, jK>r a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What J have done being young, or what would doy 
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head. 
Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent child and me. 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey hairs, and bruife of many dayf , 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man : 
I fay, thou haft bely'd mine innocent child, 
Thy flander hath gone through and through hp* heart; 
And fhe lies bury'd with her anceftors, 
0, in a tomb where never fcandal flept. 
Save this of heis, iram'd by thy viUainy I 

Claud. My villainy? 

Leon* Thine, Claudio; thine, I fay, 

Pedro, You fay not right, old man. 
-. Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 
rll prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
Defpight his nice fence and his a6Hve prafkice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Can'fl thou fo doflFe me? thou haft kill'd my 
child; 
If thou kiirft me, boy, thou fhalt kill a man. 

Ant, He (hall kill two of us, and men indeed; 
But that's no matter, let him kill one fir ft ; 
Win me and wear me, let him anfwer me ; 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me ; 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from you foining fence ; 
^y, as I am a gentleman^, I will. 

I^eon, Brother, — 

jint. Content yourftif ; God knows, I lov*d my niece; 
And ihe is dead, ilanderM to death by villains, 
That dare as well anfwer a man, indeed. 
An i dare take a^ferpent by the tongue. 
Bo|r|^ apes, biaggarts, jacks, milkfop^ 1 

Leon. 
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Leon. Brother Anthony 

Ant. « Hold you content; what, man? I know them, 
" yea, 
*< And what they weigh, erca to the utmod fcruple: 
«< Scambling, out-facing, fafhion-mongrin^ boys, 
" That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave, and flander, 
<* Go antickly, and (how an outward hideoufnefs, 
" And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
" How they might hurt their enemies, if they durftj 
** And this is all.*' 

Lton. But, brother Anthony, ! ■ 

AnU Come, 'tis no matter; 
Do not yotk meddle, let me deal in this* 

Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wrack your pa- % 
tience. 
My heart is forry for your daughter's death; 
But, on my honour, (he was charged with nothing 
But what was true>.a(i!id very full of proof* 

Leon. My Lord, my Lord ■ 

Pedro. I will not hear you, * 

Leon. No! con^e, brother, away, I will be heard. 

Ant. And fhall, or fome of us will fmart for it. 

l^£xeuBt ^anif^ 

SCENE in. Bhter Benedick. 

Pedro. See, fee, here comes the man we went to- 
feck. 

Claud. Now, Signior, w^hat news ? 

Bene. Good day* my Lord. 

Pedro. Welcome, Signior; you are almoft come to 
part almoft a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two nofes fnapt 
off with two old men without teeth. 

Pedro. Leonato and his brother; -what think'ft thou? 
had we fought, 1 doubt we fhould have been too yo|jpg 
for them. 

Bene. In a falfe quarrel there is no tiue vaTour; I came 
to feek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to feek thee ; for- 
we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain have it 
beaten away. Wilt thou ufe thy wit? 

Bene, 
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Bene. It is in my (cabbard; ihall I draw it? 
Pedro. Dod thou wear thy wit by thy fide? 
Claud. Never any did fo, though very many have been 
)efide their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do the min- 
[brels ; draw, to pleafure us. 

Pedro. As 1 am an honed man, he looks pale : art 
thou fick or angry? 

Claud. What ! courage, man : what tho' care killed a 
-cat, thou hafl mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I (hall meet your wit in the career, ]£ you 

ckrrge it againft me. 1 pray you chufe another 

fubjea. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another ftaff ; this lail was 
broke crofs. 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more. I 
tliink he be angry indeed. % 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. God blefs me from a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain ; I jeft not. I will make it 
^ood how you dare, with what you dare, and when you 
^are. Do me right, or I will protell your cowardice. 
Yguhave JkillM a fweet lady, and her death fliall fall 
heavy on you. Let me hear from you 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, fo 1 may have good 
cheer. 

Pedro. What, a feail? 

Claud. V faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to a 
icalves-head and a capon; the which if I do not carve 
moft curioufly, fay ,^ my knife's naught. Shafi 1 not find 
a wood-cock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes eafily . 

Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 
other day. I faid, thou hadft a fine wit; right, fays 
ihe, a fine httle one ; no, faid I, a great wit ; juft, faid 
fhe^a great grofa one; nay, faid 1, a good wit; juft, 
&ia (he, it hurts no body ; nay, faid I, the gentleman 
19 wife; certain, faid (he, a wife gentleman; nay, faid 
l^.hc hath the tongues; that I believe, faid fhe, for he 
ffipre a thing to rae on Monday night, which he fcftr- 
JbmxKr&BL Tucfday morning; there's a double tongue, 
"di^^a two tongues. Thus did (he an hour together 

V • ' 'f' 
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tranf-fliape thy particular virtues ; yet at laft flic con- 
cluded with a figh, thou wail the properefl man in 1- 
taly. 

CiauJ. For the whfch (he wept heartily, and iaid fee 
car'd not. 

Pedro. Yea, tliat (he did ; but yet for all that, and if 
(he did not hate lum deadly, fhe would love him dear* 
ly; the old man's daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, aU; and moreover, Godfa*w hlm'whenk 
was hid in the garden, 

Pedro. But when fliall we fet the favage bull's horai 
on thefenfible Benedick's head? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath. Here dwetts Bene- 
dt3 the married man. 

Bene. Fare you well, boy, you know my mind; I 
will leave you now to yoiu* goflip-Uke humour; yM 
break jefts as braggarts do their blades, which, God be 
thank'd, hurt not. My Lord, for your many cour- 
tefies 1 thank you; I muft difcontinue your company; 
your brother, the baftard, is fled, from Meflina; yon 
iiave among you killed a fweet and innocent lady. 
For my Lord Lack-beard there, he and I fhall meet; 
and till then, pecce be with him! \^Bxit Bemdicl 

' Pedro, He is in earned. 

Claud. In moft profound earnel!, and, I^U ^'arrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice. 

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee? 

Claud. Mofl: fincefcly. 

Pedro. What a pretty tiling man isj when he goes ^ 
his doublet and horfe, and leaves off his wit ! 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Dogberry^ Verges^ Conrade and Borachio 
guarded. 

Ckntd. He is then a giant to an ape; but then is^ 20 
ape a doAor to fudi a man. 

Pedro. But, foft you* let me fee, pluck up my heart 
iuid be fad ; did he not fay, my brother was fled ? ^ 

Dogb, Cornel you, Sir; if Juftict cannot tame you, 
(he fhall lie'cr we«gh mo\c T«a£ot« Va V«r XssJNasvsL^s v.V{^ 
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>u be a curfing hypocrite once, you muib be 

1 to. 

dro. How nowy two of my brother's itien booad^ 

:bio one ? 

w{I, .Hearken after their offence, my Lord. 

dro. Officers, what oflFence have thefe men ddac ? 

gb. Marry, Sir, they have committed felfe report | 

)ver, they have fpoken untruths; fecendarily, 

are flanders; fixth and laftly, they have bely'd a 
thirdly, they have verify*d unjuft things; and, 

nclude, they are lying knaves. 

dro. Firft, I alk thee what they have done; third>> 
aik thee what's their offence; fixth and laftly* 

they are committed; and, to conclude, what you 

» their charge ? 

tuJ, Rightly reafon'd, [and in his own divilioa; 

by my troth, there's one meaning well-fuited. 

dro. Whom have you offended, Mailers, that you 

bus bound \o your anfwer ? This learned con- 
is too cunning to b« underflood. What's your 

ra. Sweet Prince, let me go no further to mine an- 
do you hear me, and let this Count kill me. I 

deceiv'd even your very eyes: what your wifdoms 
not difcover, thefe fhallow fools have brought to 
who in the night overheard me confefling to this 
how Don John your brother incens'd me to flan- 

le Lady Hero ; how you were brought into the or*- 

i, and faw me court Margaret in Hero's garments; 

jTou difgrac'd her, when you fhould marry her. My 

y they have upon record, which I had rather feal 
my death, than repeat over to my fhame. The 

is dead upon mine and my mailer's falfe accufa- 
and, briefly, I defire nothing but the reward of a 

1. 

dro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through your 
blood? 

W. I have drunk poifon while he utter'd it. 

dre. But did my brother fet thee on to this ? 

rw. Yea, and paid me richly for the pra£lice of it. 

dh^ H« is compos'd and fram'd of treachery; 

ftpd'Jie is upon this villany. 
m. *^ F Ciaud, 
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Ciaud* Sweet Hero ! new thy image doth appear 
In the rare femblancethat I lov'd it firft. 

D9g6. Come, hring away the plaiatifs; by this tim^ 
x)ur Sexton hath refwm'd Signior Leonato of the mat- 
ter; andy Mafters, do not Ibrget to fpecifyv when time 
and place fhdl ierve, that I am an afis. 

Perg. H«pe, heire comes Mafter Signior Leonato> an4 
^€ Sexton too. 

SCENE V. EtUer Lecnaio md Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? kt me fee his eyes. 
^^ Tliat i^en I note another man like him, 
^* I may avoid him ; which of thefe is he ?** 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look oti me. 

Leon, Art thou, art thou the (lave, that with thj 
breath 
^ail kilPd mine innotcent child^^ 
< Bora. Yea, /even [ alone. 

Leon. No, not fo, villainy thoHbely'ilth}'fe]f; 
ffere iland a pau* of hof^Hirable men, 
A third i% fled, that had a hand in it. 
I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ( 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds; 
^was bravdy done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud, I j^pow not how to pray your patience^ 
Y«t I mufl fp^sd^: Chufc your'i«venge yourfelf; 
Impoj[e pfie to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my fin. Yet fmn'd I nojt^ 
Put in miilaking. 

Pedro. By my foul, nor I ; 
And yet, to fatisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weighty 
7hat he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again \ 
fThat were impoflible ; but, \ pray you both, 
PofFefs the people in Meffina here 
How innppen^ (he dy'd; and if your love 
Can labour aught in fad invention, 
< Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
And ikig k to her bones ; fkig it to-night : 
Tp-morr.ow mommg come you to my houCe; 
/JL^d Jince j^ou coi^ld not Ve my tou-mAaw, 
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9e yA mv iiq>hew ; my brotber hs^k a datlgktcr^ 

Almoft the copy of my child that's dead. 

And (he ^one is* heir to both o^ tk ; 

6iTe her the right you (houldhave givett her couiiii^ 

Aa^ fo diet my revenge. 

Claud. O Noble Sir? 
Your over-kindnela doth wring tears fro» me* 
I do embrace your offer ; and difpofe 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon, To-mbrrpw then 1 will expe6E your comings 
To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
; Sball face to face be brought to Margaret, 
WhOf I believe, was pacL'd in all this wrong» 
HiPd ta it by your brother. 

Bora, No,- by my ibul, (fee was not j 
Kor knew not what (he did, when /he (poke to me» 
But always hath been juft and virtuous* 
lo any thing that I do know by her. 

Dofgi, ^&eover, Sir, which iadeed is not under i 
iod black, this plaintiff here^ the offender, did call me a£u 
1 befeech you, let it be remember'd in his punilhrnenti 
** and alfo the watch heard them talk of one DefDrraed. 
•• They fay he wears a key in his ear, and a lock hang* 
•*ingby it; and borrows money in God's name« the 
** which he hath us'd fo long, and never paid, that now 
^ men grow hard-hearted, and wBl lend notUiftg for 
** God's fake," Pray yoy, examine him upon that poiat* 

X^OB. 1 thank thee tor thy care and honeft pains* 
I DcgS. Your Worihip freaks like a moil thaok&d afid 
I leverend youth ; and 1 praife God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. , 

Dogb, God fave the foundation \ 

Leon* Go, I diicharge thee of thy prifbher ; md I 
thank thee. 

Dogh, I leave an errant knave v^th your Worihip* 
which I befeech your Worftiip to corre6^ yourfclf, for the 
example of others. God keep your Worfhip ; I vrifli 
your Worfhip well. God reftore you to health : I hum- 
'Uy give you leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting may 
be wifli'^ God prohibit it. Come, neighbour. 

\^Exenntm 
Y Z Leon^ 
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l^on. Until to-morrow morning, Lordk, fare^eflT 
Ant. Farewell, my Lords ; we look for you to-mbrroW. 
Pedro. We will not fail. 

Claud, To-nfght I'll mourn with Hero. ^ 

Leon, Bring you thcfc fellows on; we'll talk tirlA 
Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow.^ 

{Exeunt feveralh^ 

■ . A 

SCENE VI. Changes to LeonatoU houfe. 
Enter Benedick and Margaret, 

Bene, Pray thee, fweet Miftrefs Margaret, deferve wdl 
at my hands, by helping me to the fpeech of Beatrice. 

Marg, Will you then write me a fonnet in praifc of 1 
my beauty? 

^Bene, "In fo high ^ ftyle, Margaret, that no man living 
ihall come over it; for, in moft comely truth, thou de- . 
ferveft it. ' | 

Marg, To have no man come over me? why (hail IsJ- \ 
ways keep above ftairs ? 

Bene, Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth; 
It catches. 

Marg, And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which 
lut) but hurt not. 

Bene* A moft manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt a 
woman ; and fo, I pray thee, call Beatrice ; I give tbec 
the bucklers. 

Marg, Give us the fwords ; we have bucklers of out 
own. 

Bene. If you ufe them, Margaret, you muft put In 
the pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapoM 
for maids. 

Marg, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I think, 
hath legs. [_Extt Margaret. 

Bene. And therefore will come. [•5««^x.] The God^f 
love that Jits above^ and knows me^ and knows m^, ba^ 
pitiful I defervey I mean, in finging; but in h* 

viiig, Leander the good fwimmer, Troilus the firft em- 
ployer of pandars, and a wht^ book full of thefe quon- 
dam 
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dam carpet-nu»igers, whofe Dameayet run finootkly in 
.die ei^en road of a blank verfe; why, they were never 
fo truly tum'd over and over, as my poor (elf, in love; 
marry, 1 cannot Ihewit in rhynie; I have try'd; 1 can 
find out no rhyme to lady but iaiy^ an innocent's rhyme ; 
£or Jcom^ hortif a hard rhyme; for fciooly /ool, a babbling 
rhyme; very omioons endings; no, I was not bom und^ 
a rhyming planet, for I cannot woo in fefUval terma. 

SCENE Vll. Mftier Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatnce, would'ft thou come when I call thee? 

Beat. Yea^ Signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O, ftay but till then. 

B^at* Then, is fpoken; fare you well now; and yet 
ere I go, let me go with that I came for; which hi, with 
Jknowing what hath pafs'd between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I will kifs 
Ifa^e. 

B^at. Foul wofds $re b«t foul wind^ and foul wind ia 
but Ie>u1 breath, and Ibul breath is noifomfi; therefore I 
.w3l dq^art unkiis'd. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the w«rd out of its rt^^ 
&nfe, fo forcible is thy wit; but, I mtift tdlthee pkimy, 
Cbudia undprgoes my challenge ; and either 1 muft ^ort- 
t|r iiear from ^m, or I wiU liibfcribe him. a cowavd i and 
1 pray thee, now tell me, for which of my bad parts did£b 
thou firft fall in love with me ? 

Beat. For them's^ together; which maintain'd fb po^ 
Ctie a fUte of €vil„ that they will not admit any rood 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 
good parts did you firid fuffer love for me? 

Bene. Suffer love I a good epithet : I do fttflfer love, 
indeed, &)r I love thee againft my will. 
%Beat. In fpight of your heart, 1 think; alas! poor 
heart* if you fpight it far my fake, I will fpight it for 
yo]|p:a; for I will never lave that ^Thich my friend hates. 

B^m* Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably, 

J^ai^ti appears not in this cotafeifion; there's not 
0i^ ff^ man ajgAong twenty that will praife himfelf. 

..^^•. ** An oid, an okL inftance, Beatrice, that liv'd 
^illMpic time of good neighbours;" if a man do not 
'."to ' F J ere6t 
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creft in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he (hall live 
no longer in monuments, than the bells ring, and the 
widow weeps. 

Beat, And how long is that, think you? 

Bene, Queftion ? why, an hour in clamour, and a 
quarter in rheum ; therefore it is moft expedient for the 
wife, if Don Worm (his confcience) find no impediment 
to the contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, 
as I am to myfelf. So much for praifing myfdf ; who, 
I myfelf will bear witnefs, is praife worthy. And now 
tell me, how doth your coufin? 

Beat, Very ill. 

Bene, And how do you ? 

Beat, Very ill too. 

Bene, Serve God, love me, and mend; there will I 
leave you too, for here comes one in hafte. 

Enter Urfula, 

Urf, Madam, you muft come to your uncle; yonder's 
old coil at home ; it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 
falfely accus'd; the Prince and Claudio mightily abusMj 
and Don John is the author of all, who is fled and gone. 
Will you come prefently ? 

Beat, Will you go hear this news, Signior ? 

Bene, I will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and (e 
bury'd in thy heart ; and, moreover, I will go with tl»c 
to thy uncle. [^ExeuiA, 

SCENE VIII. Changes to a church. 

Enter Don Pedroy Claudioy and attendants 'with tapers* 

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Attend, It is, my Lord. 

EPITAPH, 

Donttodeathhyjlanderous tongues §, 

Was the Hero that he^Vtes : 
Death y tn guerdon of her wrongs^ 

Gives her fame nvhich never dies. 
So the life that df d withjhamcy 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb^ 
' Praifing her wfccn / am dumb. 
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Claud* NoW| mufic, fotmdy and fing the fokmo; 
hymn. 

. SONG. 

Pardon, goddefs of the night , 
Thofe thatjlew thy virgin knight; 
For the 'which, with fongt of woe -p 
,•' R(/nnd about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, qffifi our moan; 
Help us tofigh and groan 

Heavily, heavily : 
Graves, yawn, and yield your deadp 
Till death be uttered, 

Heavily, heavily. 

Claud* Now unto thy bones good night ! 
Ytarly will I do this rite. 

Pedro, Good morrow, Mailers, put your torches ont ; 
£. 1 he wolves have prey 'dr and, look, the gentle day, 
f^Befot^ the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
|| Dapples the drowsy eaft witli fpots of grey : 
4Hianks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well. ^ 

[ Claud. Good morrow, Mailers ; each his feveral t^ray, 
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds; 
I -And then to JLeonato's we will go. 
I' Claud. And Hymen now with luckier iflfue fpeed 's, 
[• Than this for whom we render'd up this woe ! 
t [^Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. Changes to Leonato^s houfe. 

Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urfula, j^ntoniof 
Friar, and Hero. 

' s ^ Prior, Did I not tell you (he was innocent? 

Lion. So are the Prince and Claudio, who accus'd her, 
•Upon the error that you heard debated. 
•StMargaret was in fome fault for this; 
Aldiottgh againU her will, as it appears, 
Jsk iht XX^ courfe of all the queilion. 

Jftii^^^^% I am glad that all things fort fo we!l. 
"* And fo am I, being clfe by feith enforc'd 

To 
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To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it, 

Leon. WeU, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, i 

Withdraw into a chamber by yourfelves. 
And when I fend for you, come lu'ther ma(k'd r 
The Prince and Claudio promised by this hour 
To vifit me; you know your ofi^e, brother. 
You muft be father to your bVothcr'a daughter. 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt laJia* 

Ant* Which I will do with confirmed countenance. 

Bene, Friar, I mud intreat your pains, I think* 

Friar. To do what, Signior? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, octe of them« 
Signior LfConato, truth it is, good Signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her, 'tis nioft truci 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon The fight whereof, I think, you had from me^ 
From Claudio, and the Prince. But what's your wA^ 

Bene. Your anfwer, Sir, is enigmatical; 
But for my wiU, my wiU is, your good-will 
May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoia'd 
P th* ftate of honourable marriage ; 
In which, good Friar, I {haU defire your help* 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

SCENE XV 

Mnier Don Pedro and Claiidioy with attendants^ 

pedro. Good morrow to this fair aflembly. 

Leon. Good morrow. Prince; good morrow, Claudio^ 
We here attend you ; are you yet dctermin'd 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter? 

Claud. I'll hold my miiid, were fhe an Ethiope. 

Leon. Call her forth> brother, here's the Friar jj€»^. 

[Eicit Jlntonk* 

Pedro. Good morrow. Benedick; why, what's tlic 
That you have fuch a Febriiary face, [matt«r, 

So fuU of frcft, of llorm and doudinefs? 

Claud, 1 think he thinks upon the lavage bullr 
Tufc, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns witU gold> 
And fo all Europe (kail rejoice at the^j 
. As 
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As once Europa did at lufty Jove, 
When m would' play the noble beaft in love. 
Bene, Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low, 
And fome fuci ftrange btill leap'd your father's cow ; 
And got a calf, in that fame noble feat, 
Muchh'keto jou; for you ^ave juft his bleaf. 

SCENE XL 

Enter Antonio^ wUh Hero^ Beatrice^ Margaret^ and 
Urfula, majk'd. 

Claud, For this I owe you. Here come other reckon-' 
Which is the lady I muft fei:?e upon ? £ing8» 

AnU This fame is fhe, and I do ^\vt you her. 
Qaud. Why, then fhe's mine ; fweet, let mc fee. your 

face. / 

Leon. No, that you fhaH not till you take her hand 
|3cibre this Friar, and fwear to marry her. 

Claud, Give me your hand. Before this holy Friar, 
S ansi your huffaand if you like of me. 

Hero, And when 1 liv*d, I was your other wife ; 

[ Unmajkingm 
And when you loy*d, you were my other hiifband. 

Claud, Another Hero? 
, , Hero, Nothing certainer. 
One Hero dy'd defil'd, but I do live; 
And, furely, as 1 live, T am a maid. 

Pedro, The former Hero ! Hero, tbit is dead ! 
Leon, She dy'd, my Lord, but whiles her flanderliv'C 
Friar, All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
111 tell thee largely of fair Hero's death: 
Mean tone let wonder feem familiar. 
And to the chapel let us prefently. 

"^ Soft and fair, Friar. Which is Beatrice ? 
I anfwer to that name; what is your will? 
Do not you love me ? 
Why, no, no more than reafon. 
;8S^«; Why, then your uncre, and the Prince, and Clait- 
tfe be^ deceiv'd ; they fvvore you did. 
.jDo noT^ou love me ? 
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Sem. Troth, no, no more than reaibn. 

Beat. ' Why, their, my coufm, Margaret, and TJf^uIa, 
Have been deceived; for they dwi fW«ar you did. 

Betie. They fwore you were ahnoft fick for me. 

Beat. They fwcMX you were welt-nigh diadfor me# 
^ Bene* ^Tw no matter; then you do not love me? ^ 

BMt. Ko, truly, but & friendly recompenoe. 

Leotu Come, coufin, I am (ure you love thb geiw 
man. 

Claud, And I'll be fwom upon't that he loves^her) 
ForhereV a paper wntteti in his hand, 
A halting fonnet of his own pure braitiy 
Faihion'd to Beatrice. 

HeroM And here's another. 
Writ in my coufin's hand, it(^en from her pockefr 
Containing her afic^^ion unto Benedicks 

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands againfl ouf 
hearts; come, I will have thee; buty by tluV light, I 
take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you; but,. by this good <lay» * 
yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to favfe your lifej 
lor, as 1 was told, you were in a confumption% 

Bene. Peace, I will ftop your mouth. 

Pedro. How do'ft tfiou, Benedick, the married man \ 
Bine. I'll teH thee what. Prince; a eoUegc of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour. Doil thotf 
think I care for a fatyr, or an epigram ? No : ** if a ma» 
•< will be beaten with brains, he (haU wear nothing hand- 
*f ipme about him " In brief, fince I do purpofe to mar- 
ry, I will think nothing to any purpofe that the world 
can fay ^gainft it ; and therefore never flout at me for 
what I have faid again ft k; for man is a giddy\hing, and 
this is my conGlufion. For thy part, Claudio, I did think 
to have beaten thee; but in tliat thou art like to be my 
kinfman, live unbruis'd, and fove my coufin. 

Claud% I had. well hoped thou wouldft have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgell'd thee out of thy 
iiagle hfe, to make thee a double dealer; which, out of 
quellion, thou wilt be, if my coufin do not look exceed- 
ing nanowly to thee. 

£ene. Come, con^, we arc fvien^; let's have a 
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iance ere we are «iarry'(}« that we may lightea our own 
leartSy and our wives heels. 

Leon* We'll have daucing afterwards. 

Btmt. Firft, o* my word; therefore, play, mufic. Prmcc^ 
hou sirt fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife; there i# 
lo ftaff more reverend than one tipt with horn* 

Enter Mejfenger* 

Mejf. My Lord, your brother John is ta*en in ilight| 
\fA brought with armed men back to Meilina. 

Bene. Think not on hin> till tormorrow: I'll devjfc 
hee brave punifUments for him. , Strike up, pipers. 

^EKeunt omnes* 
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DuKB of Ventre 
MofDchius, a Mooiijh 

prince. 
Piincc of Arragon. 
Anthonio, the merch art of Venice. 
BufTanio, h'u frhnd^ in love "with 

Portia, 
Salanio, ) ^ . . ^ . . nio 
Solanno, ( frtends to Jntho 

Gratiano/S ^"^ ^^f^'^'^' 
Lorenzo, in love tuitb Jejfica. 
Sbylock, n JeivJi 
Tubal, a Jeiv^ his friend. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Launcelot, a ch-wn^fervctnt tolU 

Jew. 
Gobbo, an old maUy father ft 

' Launcelot. 
Leonardo, fervant to BaJfatM, 

Portia, an heirefs ofgfeat fuaStj 

and fortune. 
Neriffa, confident to Portia. 
Jeflica, daughter to Shy lock. 
Senators of Venice, Officers. Jaik, 

Servan/Sf and other Attendants' 



SCENE, partly at Venice; and partly at Belmont ^ ike feat of Por^ 
uj>0tt the continent. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

AJlreet in Venice. 

Enter jtinthomo^ Solarinoy and Salanio* 

jinth, X N footh, 1 know not why I >am fo fad. 
It weanes me ; you fay, it wearies you. 
But ho'w I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What fluff 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
1 am to leain— — 

And fuch a want wit fadnefs makes of me, n^ 
That I h?.ve much ado to know myfelf. 

Sal.- Your mind is tofling ^n the ocean; 
There, where your Argofies with portly fail, 
J^ike figniors and rich burghers on the floodi^ 
Or as it were the pageants of the fea, 
Do overpecr the petty traSicku-^, 



^V^\ 
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That curtfy to them, do them reverence, 
A« they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Sola, Believe me. Sir, had I fuch venture forthf 
The better part of my a£Pe£Uons would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I fhould be ftill 
Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind ; 
Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads; 
And every obje£^ that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt. 
Would make me fad. 

Af/. My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at fea» 
1 fhould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run. 
But I (hould think of (hallows and of flats ; 
And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in fand, 
VailiHg her high top lower than her ribs, 
Td ki& her burial. Should I go to church* 
And fee the holy edifice of ilone ; 
And not bethink me flrait of dangerous rocks ; 
Which, touching but my gentle veffel's fide. 
Would fcatter all her fpices on the dream, 
'£mobe the roaring waters witji my filks; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this. 
And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 
'To 'think on this, and (hall 1 lack the thought, 
f That fuch a thing, bechanc'd, would make me fad? 
, But tell not me ;^I know, Anthonio 
Is fad to think upon his merchandize. 

jinib. Believe me, no : 1 thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottom trufted, 
Kor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
tJpon the fortune of this prefent year : 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why nien you are in love. 

jintL Fie, fie i 

Sola, Not in love neither I then let's fay, you're fad, 
Bccaufe you are not merry ; and 'twere as eafy 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay, you're merry, , . 
Becaufe you are not fad. " Now, by two-headed Janus, 
** Nature hath-fram'd ft range fellows in her time: 

"at will evermore peep through their eyes, 

G "And 
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<* And laugh) L'ke parrots, at a bag-p5)er ; 

<• And others of fuch vinegar-afpe^; 

•*• That they'll not ftiow their teeth in way of fmil^ 

^« Though Neftor fwear the jeft te laughable." 

ErUer Baffanioy Larenxoi and Gratiano. 
SaL Here cotne BalTanio, your niioft noble kinfman, 
iGratiano and Lorenzo : fare ye well ; 
We leave ye now with better company. 

Sola, I would have (biid till I had made you meny«. 
If worthier fHends hacfnot prevented me. 

jinth. Your worth is very dear in my regard: 
;I take it, your oWn biifinefs calls on you, 
^nd you embrace th* occafion to depart. 
SaL Good morrow, my good Lords. 
Bajf, Good Signiors both, when (hall we laugh? %/ 
when ? 
You grow exceeding ftrange; muft it be fo? 
SaL Well make our leifures to attend on yours. 
Sola* My Lord Baflamo, fmce you've found Anthonio 
We two wiH leave you ; but at diriner-time, 
1 pray you have in mind where we muft meet. 

Bqffi I will not fail you. \^£xfunt Solar, and Sda^ 

Gra. You look not well, Signior Anthonio j 
You have too much refpe^ft upon the world; 
They lofe it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are niarvelloufly chang'd. 

jinth, 1 hbld the world but as the world, Gratiano, 
A ftage, where every man muft play his part, 
And mine a fad one. 

Gra, Let me play the fool; — — . • 
With mirth, and laughter, let old wrinkles come; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine. 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groai)^. 
*< Why ftiould a man, whofe blood is warm within, 
^< Sit like his grandfire cut in alabafter? 
« Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 
*< By being peevifh? I tell thee what, Anthonio, 
" (I love thee, and it is my love that fpeaks,) 
*< There are a fort of men, whofe vifages 
" Do cream and mantle like a ftandingpondj 
/' And do a wilful ftiUiaefe eivUxl^iiv. 
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■* With puq)ofe to be drcfs'd in an opiniQn /^ 

^ Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit; 

^* As who fhoiild f^y, I aiti Sir Oracle^ 

** And when I ope my lips, let np dog bark ! 

'• O my Anthonip, I do know of thofe, 

** That therefore only ape reputed wife, 

■• For faying nothing;" who, I'lji very fure. 

If they fhould fpeak, would almoft damn thoffe cars, 

Which, hearing the|n, would call their brothers fools *. 

I'll tell* th^sc mqre of thjs another time : 

But fi(h not with this melancholy bait, 

Fqrthis fool gMdgeon, this opinion. 

Come, good Lorenzo; fare ye well a while ; 

I'll' end my Qchortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 
I mud be one of thcfe falne dumb wife XQcn; 
T<)r*Oratiano never lets me fpeak. 

Gra. Well, Jkeep me company b}it t.wo ycvs jXK>re, 
Thou fhalt not know the fpuijd of thine own •tOWgPC*. 

j^ntL Farewell; I'll grow a talk^er for this g^ar. 

Gra. Thanks, i 'faith; for filence is only CQmfnfindablc 
In a ncat'^to'^guc dr^^'d, jind ?l maid not vendible. 

[^Exeunt Gra. ana j^orea. 

^ff/.^. Is that any thing now? 

Bqf Gmtiand Ipealls tc. i^^ni't d™ 9f 29^»'^5* tt^'"S 
than any man in all Venice : his reafons are as two grains 
of wheat hid in two buihek of chaff; you (hafl feek aU 
day ere you find them ; and when you have them, they 
are not worth the fearch. 

jlnfb. Well ; teU me now, what lady is the (ame, 
To whom you fworc a fecret pilgrimage, 
That )'ou to-day promis'd to tell me of ? 

Bqff". *Tis unknown to you, Anthonio, 
How much I have difabled mine eftate, • 
By (hewing foraething a more fweUing port. 
Than my faint means would grant continuance ; 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
Fromfuch a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts, 

G 2 Wherein 

• Alluding" to what hfaid in the g^)fpel, that TJtfboJofuer jbttU Ja'^ 
fih'sh^iffr, Tioufaoi, Jhafl be in danger of bell-Jin. 
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Wbcrcin my time, fomething too prodigal^ 
Hath kft me gaged : to you, Anthomo, 
I owe the moft in money, and in love; 
And from yom- love I have a warranty 
T'unhurthen all my plots and purpofes, t 

How to get dear ot all the debts I owe. 

jinib. I pray you, good BafTanio, let me know i%i 
And if it ftand, as you yourfelf ftill do, 
Within the eye of honour, be aifur'd, 
My purfe, my perfon, my extremeft means, 
Lie an unlocked to your occafions, 

Bqff, In my {chool*days, when 1 had loft one fhaft> 
I fhot his fellbw of the felf-fame flight 
The felf-fame way, with more advifcd watch* 
To find the other forth ; by venturing both, 
I oft found both. I urge this childhood proof, 
Becaufe what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and, like a witkfs youth. 
That which I owe is loft; but if you pleafe 
To (hoot another arrow that felf way 
Which you did (hoot the firft, I do not doubts 
As I will watch the aim^ or to find.both, 
Or bring your latter hazard t>ack agan), 
And thankfully reft debtor for the firft. 
^ ^tUh. You knpw me wdl: and herein fpend but ttm( 
To vnnd about my love with circumftance 5 
And, 01^ of doubt, you do me now more wrongs 
In making queftion of my uttermoft, 
Than if you had made wafte of all I have. 
Then do but fay to me, what I fhould do. 
That in your knowledge may by me be done. 
And I am prefs'd unto it ; therefore, fpeak. 

Baf. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 
And (he is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of wond'rous virtues. Some time from her eyes 
I did receive fair fpeechlefs melTages. 
Her name is Portia, nothing under valu'd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus* Portia. 
Nor is the vdCm world ign'rant of her worth ; 
For the four winds blow in from every coaft 
Renowned fuitors j and her funny locks 

Hat 
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Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her feat of Belmont, Colchos* ftrond ; 

And many ja^ons come in quefk of her. 

my Anthonio, had 1 but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mmd prefaces me fnch thrift *, 
That I ihouH quefUoidef^ be fortunate. 

jintL Thou know'ft, that all my fortunes are at Tea, 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raife a prefent fum: therrfore go forth; 
• Try what my credk can in Venice do; 
That (hall be rack*d even to the uttermoft, 
To fumifh thee to Belmont, to feir Portia: ^ 

Go, prefently inquire, and fo will I, 
"VThere money is ; and I no queftion make, 
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. [^Ex^unt* 

SCENE IL Cbanget to Belmont. 

Viree carets are Jet outy one ofgold^ another ofjlher^ eind 
another of iead. 

Enter Portia and Neriffa. 

For. By my troth", NerifTa, my little body is weary of 
"this great world. 

Ner. You would be, fweet Madam, if your miferies 
^'cre in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are;- 
^nd yet, for aught 1 fee, they are as fick Uiat fuffeit 
'with too much, as they thiat ttarve with nothing: there- 
lore it is no mean happinefs to be fealed in the meanf 
fuperfluity comes fooner by white hairs, but competency 
hves longer 

For. Good fentences, and well pronouncM. 

Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 

For. If to do were as eafy as to know what were ^ 

good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor mens' 1^ 

cottages princes' palaces. He is a good divine that 
follows his own inftru6lions: 1 can eafier teach twenty 
what were good to be done, than to be one of the 
twenty to follow my own teaching. The brain may p/^ 
devife laws for the blood, but a hot temper leaps c^'er 
G 3 a 

^ Thrift, for thrWm^, Mr. Po]^c, 



7« THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. AA 1. ! 

a cold decree; fuch a hare is madnefs the youth, to 
/kip o'er the mefhes of good counfel the cripple 1 But 
this reafonlng is not in fafhion to chufe me a hufband: 
O me, the word, chu/e! 1 may neither chufe whom I, 
would, nor refufe whom I diflike ; fo is the will of a 
living daughter curb'd by the will of a dead father. Is 
it not hard, NeriiTa, that X cannot chufe one, nor refufe 
none? , 

Ner, Your fAher was ever virtuous; and holy men 
at thejr death have good inspirations: therefore the lot- 
tery that he hath devifcd in thefe three chefts of gold, 
filver, and lead, (whereof who chufes his meaning, chu- 
fcs you,) will no doubt never be chofen by any rightfy,! ^ 
but one whom you (hall rightly love. But what warmth ^ 
is there in your affedUon towards any of thefe princdy 
fuitors that are already come ? 

Pon I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou nam*ft 
them, I will defcribe them; and, according to my (kf*- 
cription, level at my affedUon, 

Ner. Firft, there is the Neapolitan Prince. 

For, Ay, that's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horfe; and he makes it a great appro- 
priation to his own good parts, ttiat he can (hpe him 
himfelf. 1 am much afraid my Lady his mother play'i 
falfe with a fmith. 

Ner. Then, there is the Count Palatine. 

Pon He doth nothing but frown, as who fliould kjt 
Jf you will not have me, chufe. He hears merry tales, 
find fmiles not ; I fear he wiD prove the weeping philo* 
ibpher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly 
fadnefs in his youth. I had rather be married to a 
death's head with a bone in his mouth, than to either 
of thefe. God defend me from thefe two ! 

Ner, How fay -you by the French Lord, Monfieur 
Le Bon? ^ 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pafs for 
a man ; in truth, I know it is a fin to be a mocker} 
but, he ! why, he hath a horfe better than the Neapo- 
litan's ; a better bad habit of frowning than the Count 
Palatine; he is every man in no mab;,if a throftle fmgi 
he falls ftrait a capering ; he will fence with his ovm 
fhadoWf If I ftiould marry him, I fliould marry twenty, 

hufbaads.] 
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. If he would defpifc me, I would forgive 
if he love me to madnefs, 1 (hall never requite 

What fay you then to Faulconbridge, the young 
' England? 

You know I fay nothing to him, fbr he nnder- 
it mc, nor I him; he hath neither L^trn, French, 
ian; and you may come into the court, and 
iiat I have a poor pennyworth in the EngUfh. 
proper man's pidlure; but, alas! who ca» cou- 
th a dumb (how? how oddly he is fuited! 1 
bought his doublet in Italy, his round hofe ia 
his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour 
lere. 

What think you of the Scottifti Lord, his neigh- 
That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; fbr 
3w'd a box of the ear of the Englifhman. and 
e would pay him again when he was able. I 
e Frenchman b«came his furety, and fealed un- 
mother. 

How like you the yoiuig German, the Duke of 
s nephew? ' 

Very vilely in the morning when he is fober, 
i vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk ; when 
dy he is a little worfe than a man; and when 
'orft, he is little better than a beaft; and the 
til that ever fell, 1 hope 1 fliall make fhift to go 
him. 

If he ihould offer to chufe, and chufe the right 
^ou ihould refufe to perform your father's will, 
lould refufe to accept him. ^ 

Therefore, for fear of }he worft, I pray thee, 
ep glafs of Rhenifh wine on the contrary cafk ; 
le devil be within, and that temptation without^ 
he will chufe it. I will do any thing, NeriiFa, 
in be marry 'd to a fpunge. 

You need not fear, Lady, the having any of 
ords: they have acquainted me witli their deter- 
18, which is, indeed, to return to their home^ 
brouUe you with no more fuit ; uulefs you may 

be 



8o THE MBROHAWT OF VINICE. Ad I 

be won by fome other fort than your father^s impofitioni 
depending on the caflcets. 

Por, If I live to be as old as SibyUa, 1 will die as chafte 
as Diana, unlefs 1 be obtained by the manner of my fa- 
ther's will. I am glad this parcel of wooers are fo rea- 
fonable ; for there is not one among them but I doat on 
his Tery abfence, and wifh them a ^r departure. 

JVJfr. Do you not remember. Lady, in your father's 
.tnne, a Venetian, a fcholar and a foldier, that came hithar 
in company of the Marquis of Mounticrrat? 

Pot. Yes, yes, it was BafTanio: as 1 think he was fo 
ddl'd. 

Nen True, Madam ; he, of all the men that ever n^ 
foolifh eyes look'd upon, wzs the bell deferving a fur 
lady. 

Por, I remember him well, and I remember him ww* 
thy of thy praife. How now? what news? 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser. The four Grangers feek for you, Madam, to take 
their leave ; and there is a forerunner come from a fifth, 
:the Prince of Morocco, who brings word, the Prince hia 
mailer will be here to-night. 

Por, If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good. 
heart as I can bid the other £our farewell, I /hould be 
igkid of his approach ; if he have the condition of a faint, 
and the complexion of a devil, 1 had rather he fhould 
fhrive me. than wive me. Come, Neriffa. Sirrah, go be- 
fore ; while we (hut the gate upon one wooer, another 
JLnock& at the door. [^Exeunt. 

. SCENE III. Ji puhik plac: in Venice. 

Enter Bhjfanio and Shyloeh. 

« Shy. Three thoufand ducats ? well, 

Bajf. Ay, Sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months? well. 

Baf. For the which, a& 1 told you, Anthonxo fhall be 
bound. 

Shy. Anthonio fhall become bound? well. ., 

Sojlf, May you ilead mc ? will you pleafurc me ? fhal 
J know your anfwcr ? 
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Sby. Three thoufand duoats for three months^ and 
^nthonio bound? 

Baffl Yotir anfwer to that. 

Shy. Anthouio is a good man. 

Baffl HaTcryoa heard any hnputatfon to the contrary ? 

Shy. Noy noy no, ^ ; my meaning, in faying he is a 
5>od man, is to have ^u underftand me, that he is fuffi- 
ient. Yet \m means are in fuppofrtion: he hath an 
^gofie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies ; 1 un- 
ieriiand more ovenipon the Rialto, he hath a third at 
tfexicOy a fonrth for England ; and other venture* he 
ath fquander'd abroad. But fhips are but boards, fail- 
rs but men ; there be land-rats and water-rats, water- 
bieves and land-thievest 1 mean pirates ; and then there 
\ the peril of waters, wiiids, and rocks. The man is, 
otwithftanding, fufficient; three thoufand ducatsi 1 
bink I may take his bond. 

Bqffi Be aflur*d you may. 

$hy, I will be affur'd I may; and that I may be af- 
•r'd, I win bethink me. May I fpeak with Anthonio? 

Btoffi If it pleafe you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to fmell pork^ to eat of the habitation^ 
fkich your Prophet the Nazaritc conjor^d the devil into t 
[ vrSA b«vy ^ith yotl, fcU with you, talk vvkK you, walk 
iikh you, and fo following; but l.will not cat with you, 
Irtnk with you, nor pray with you. What news on the 
Rialto? ■ w ho i* he cornea here? 

Enter Anthomo, 

Bijfi This: is Signior Anthonio. 

Shy. I4fide.^ How like a fawning Publican hw;^looki! 
I hate him, for he is a Chriftian: 
But more, for that in low^ fimplicity 
He lends out money gratis,, and brings down 
The rate of ufance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
1 will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our facred nation ; and he rails, 
Ev'n there where merchants moft do congregate. 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
miicb he calls intcreft. Curfcd be my tribe^ 
Ifl fomve him ! 
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Baf l^lock, do you hear? — — ^ — 

Shy. 1 am debating of my prcfetit ftoi^, 
And by the near guefs of my mepiorj'', 
I cannot inftantly ralfe up the'grofs \ 

Of full three thoufand ducats: what qf that? j 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tobe, 
Will llirniih me) but foit, how iflmy iponths li 

JDo you defire \ Reft you feir, good Signipr ; ^ 

your WorAup was the laft man in our Q^outh^ ' ^, 

Anth, Shylock, although I nevqr Fepd Jior feorro.Wj 
By taking, nor by giving of exceff ; 
Yet. to fupply the ripe wants of my fnend> 
I'll break a cullom.- — Is he yet goflifs'd,. 
How much you would ? * 4| 

Shy. i^y^ ay, three thoufand ducatsi \ ^ 

Anth, And for three montha. 

Shy, I had forgot, three months you %<A^x0ft foi' 
^ell then, youF bond ; and let me fee, — Jaut heaf yoC|. 
Blet^iought yovi faid you neftjhef lend.pQr Jbqrrow 
Upon advantage. \^ * 

^Titk. I ^<» "'^^'er ufe it. 

Shy. "When Jacob gr^z'd his uncle Laban's rtiecp^-^l 
l^ifeJaceb^fi^di'OTrhoIyAbrahal^^ | 

(Aishis wife mother 'wyought in his behi^)' • '^^ 

The third poffefTor; ay, he was the thirdl '| 

jinth. And what of him? did he take intereft? 'I 

Shy. No, not take int'reft; not, as you would fay, ■ 
Diredlly, int'reft ; mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himfelf were compromls'd, 
That all the yeanlings, which were ftreak'd and piedi j 
Should fall as Jacob's hire ;• thft ewes, being rank)- j 

In^th' end of autumn turned to the rams ; , 

And when the work of generation was 
Between thcfe woolly breeders in tlie a6^j 
The (Icilful fhepherd peel'd me certain waodsf 
And, in thedtoing of the deed of kind. 
He ftuck them up before the fulfome ewes> 
Who, then conceiving, did in yeaning time 
Fall party-cotour'd lambs, and thofe were JacobV 
This was a way to thrive, and he wasblefs'd; ♦ j 

And thrift is bieffing, if men fteal it not. 
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4ntb» TKi6( Was a venture, Sir, that Jacob fcrv'd for: 
^hing not in his power to l>ring to pafs, 
I fway'd, and fiaifhion'd, 1>y the hand of heav'n* 
IS this inferted'to make int*reft good? 
is your gold and filver, ewes and rams? 
?i&j. I cannot tell; ^makcit breed as faft; 
t note me, Signior. 
rffi/i6. Mark you this, Baflanio? 
e devil can cite fcripture for his purpofe. 
I evil foul, producing holy witnefs, 
like a villain with a fmiling cheek ; 
goodly apple rotten at the heart, 
what a goodly outfide's fdfehood hath ! 
Shy. Three thoufand ducats ! 'ris a good round fum. 
iree months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 
Anlb. Well, Shylock, (hall we be beholden to you ? 
Shy. Signior Anthbnio, many a time and oft 
the Ryalto you have rated me, 
bdut my monies and my ufances. 
31 have I born it with a patient fhrug ; 
•"or fufferance is the badge of aU our trftre.) 
ou c^ me mifbeliever, .cut-throat dog, 
nd fpit upon my Jewifh gaberdine j 
jid dl for ufe of that which is my own. 
Ml then, it now appears, you need my help : 
ro to then ; you come to me, and you fay, 
hylock,* we would have monies ; you fay fo ; 
'^ou, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
Ind foot me, as you fpurn a ftranger cur 
)vcr your threfhold: money is your fuit ; 
Vhat fhould 1 fay to you ? fhouid I not fay, 
iath a ddg money? Is it pofiible 
V cur can lend three thoufand ducats ? Or, 
>haU I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 
•Vith *bated breath, and whifp'ring humbletiefs, 
>ay this, — Fair Sir^- you fpit on me laft Wedncfday, 
fou fpurn'd me fuch a day ; another time 
Tou call'd me dog ; and for tliefe courtefies 
*n lend you thus much monies? 

Anth, I am as like to call thee fo again, 

o fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too. 
ftbou wHt laid this money, lend it not 
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A9 to thy friend, (for when did friend Aiip take 

A breed * for barren metal of his friend ?) 

But lend it rather to tlii'nc enemy ; 

Who, if he break, thou may'fl with better face 

Exa6^ the penalty. 

Shy, Why, how you ftorm ? «| 

I would be friends with you, and have your love; 

Forget the fhames that you have ftain'd me with; 

Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit 

Of ufance for my monies, add you'll not hear me: 

This is kind 1 offer. 

yfnih. This were kindnefs. 
Shy, This kindnefs will I /how; 

Go with me to a notary, fcal me there 

Your fmgle bond ; and in a merry fport. 

If you repay me not.on fuch a day, 

In fuch a place, fuch fum, or fums, as are 

Exprefs'd in the condition, let the forfeit 

Be nominated for an equal pound 

Of your fair flefli, to be cut off and taken 

In what part of your body it fhall pleafe me, 

j^nth. Content, in faith ; PU feal to fuch a bond, 
And fay, there is much kindnefs in the Jew. 

Baffl You fhall not feal to fuch a bond for me, 
I'll rather dwell in my necelfity. 

j^fUL Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it ; 
Within thefe two months (that's a month before 
This bond expires) I do expe^l return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy, O father Abraham, what thefe Chriftians are! 
Whofe own hard dealings teach them to fufpeA 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this. 
If he fhould break his day, what fhould I gain 
By the ex aft ion of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of inan's ilefti, taken from a mao. 
Is not fo ettimable or profitable. 
As flefh of muttons, beefs, or goats. *I fay. 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendfhip ; 
If he win take it, fo ; if not, adieu j 

And 

♦ Breed o£ metal, meaning monty at ufwj, isiQ\i«-y that breeds 
more ?7r old editions (two of them) have it, K\it^^at> oI\swr« 



»c I. THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. tf 

And for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

j^nth. Yes, Shy lock, 1 will feal unto this bond. 

Shy, Then meet me forthwith at the notary's* 
Olve him diredb'on fpr this merry bond. 
And I will go and purfe the ducats ftrait ; 
See to my houfe, left in the fearlefs guard 
Of an unthrifty knave, and prefently 
I will be with you. [^Exit^ 

AntL Hie thee gentle Jew. 
Tills Hebrew will turn Chriftian ; he grows kind. 

Bujf, I like not faif terms, and a villain's mind. 

^7ith, Come on, in this there can be no difmay ; 
My ihips come home a month before the day. [^Exeunt" 

^ ACT II. SCENE L 

BelmonU 

£nter MorochiuSf a Tawny ^Moor^ all In white; and three 
or four followers accordingly; with Portia^ Nerijfa^ and 
her train, Floui-i/h cornets^ 

Mor^ JL ▼ X ISLIKE me not for my complexion, 
The (hadow'd livery of the burnilh'd fun, 
T<y whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireft creature northward bom, 
Wliere Phoebus' fire fcarce thaws the icicles. 
And let us make incifion for your love, 
To prove whofe blood is reddell, his or mine. 
I tell thee, I-.ady, this afped of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I fwear. 
The beft-regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue. 
Except to fteal your thoughts, my gentle Queer*. . 

Por* In terms of choice I 'am notfolely led 
By nice diredlion of a maiden's eyes : 
Befides, the lotteiy of my deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chuling. 
But if my father had' not fcantcd me. 
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield myfelf 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told yottj 
Yourfelf, rcnoivAed Filncc, then Hood as fair, 

Vol. 11. . H K\ 
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As any comfr I have look'd on yet. 
For my affedion. 

Afor. Ev'n for that I thank you ; 
Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the cafketf 
To try my fortune. By this fdmitar, 
That flew the Sophy and a Perfian prince. 
That won three fitlds of Sultan Solyman, 
I woidd outftare the fternell eyes that look. 
Outbrave the heart moft daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young fucking cubs from the (he-bear. 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey. 
To win thee, Lady. But, alas the while I 
If Hercules and Lichas play tit dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Mife that, which one unworthier may attain ; 
And die with grieving. 
- For, You muft take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chufe at all, ; 

Or fwear, before you chufe, if you chufe wrong, 
Never to fpeak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis'd. 

Mor, Nor will not ; therefore bring me to my ciiancc. 

For, Firft, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard fhall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then, \_Cornili* 

Tq make me blefs'd, or curfed'ft among men ! [^ExeutUi 

SCENE II. Changes to Venice, 

Enter Launcelot alone, 

Laun, Certainly my confcience will ferve me to run 
from this Jew ray matter. The fiend is at mine elbow, 
and tempts me, faying to me, Gobbo, Launcelot Gob? 
b©, good Launcelot, or good Crobbo, or good Launce- 
lot G^bbo, ufe your legs, take the ftart, run away* 
My confcience fays. No; take heed, honeft Launcelot; 
take heed, honeft Gobbo; or, as aforefaid, honeft 
Laaiicelot Gobbo, do not run ; fcom running wilh thf 
he els. Well, the moft courageous fiend bids me pa^i 
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Plal fays the fiend; Away! fays the fiend; for the 
heav'ns roufe up a brave mind, fays the fiend, and. rua,. 
Well, my confcience, hanging about the neck of my 
lieart, fays very wifely to me, My honell friend Laun- 
cdot, being an honell man's fon, or rather an honeil- 
v^roman's fon— (for indeed my father did fome 
thing fmack, fomething grow to; he had a kind of 

tuftc;) well, my conference fay s,^ Budge not; 

Budge, fays the fiend; Budge not, fays my confcience; 
Confcience, fay i, you couafel ill; Fiend, fay I, you 
Gounfel ill. To be rul'd by my confcience, 1 fhould 
ftay with the Jew my mafter, who, Gr6d blcfs the mark^ 
*s a kind of devil ; and to run away from the Jew, I 
fhould be rul'd by the fiend, who, faving your reverence^ 
16 the devil himfelf. Certainly the Jew is the very devil 
incarnal; and in my confcience, my confcience is but a 
tind of hard conference, to offer to counfel me to ftay 
^ith the Jew. The fiend gives the more friendly coun^- 
fel; I will run, fiend, my heels are at your commandr 
fiaent, I will run. 

Enter old Gohhoy with a hctfket. 

Gob, Maflrer young man, you> I pray you, which & 
the way to Mafter Jew's ? 

Laun. O heav'ns, this is my true-begotten father, 
who being more than fand-blind, highrgravd-biind, 
knows me not ; I will try confufions with him. 

Gob, Mafler young Gentleman, I pray you, which is 
£he way to Mailer Jew's? 

Laun. Turn up, on your right-hand at the next turn- 
ing, but, at the next turning of all, on your left ; marry, 
at the very next turning turn of no hand, but turn down, 
indiredlly to the Jew's houfe. 

Gub, By God's fonties, 'twill be a hard way to hit^ 
can yoii tell me whether one Launcdot, that dwells with 
him, dwell with him or no? 

Laun, Talk you of young Mafter Launcdot? (mark 
me now, now will I raife the waters;) talk you of young 
Mafler Launcdot? 

Gob. No, Mader, Sir, but a poor man's fon. His 
Father, though I fay't, is an honefl exceeding poor man, 
and, God be thanked, well to live. 

H 2 Lft\i«» 
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Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we talk 
•f youn^ Mafter Launcelot. 

GoB. Your Worfhip*8 friend and Launcelot, Sir. 

LauH, But \ pray you ergo^ old man; erga^ I bc- 
feech you, talk you of young Mafter Launcelot? 

Goh» Of Launcelot, an't pleafe your Mafterfiu'p. 

Laun. ErgOf Mafter Launcelot; talk not of Mafter 
Launcelot, father, for the young gentleman (accordicg 
to fates and deftinies, and fuch odd fayings, the fiften 
three, and fuch branches of learning) is indeed de- 
ceafed; or, as you would fay, in plain terms, gone to' 
lieav'n. 

Goh, Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very ftaff 
©f my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-poft, a 
ftaff or a prop? Do you know me, father? 

GoL Alack the day, I know you not, young gentle- 
man ; but I pray you, tell me, is my boy, God reft hii 
ibul, alive or dead? 

JLaun, Do you not know me, father? ^ 

Gob. Alack, Sir, I am fand-blind,, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might 
fail of the knowing me : it is a wife father that knows 
his own child. Well, old man, 1 will tell you news of 
your fon; g\\Q me your blefling, truth will come to 
light; murder cannot be hid long, a man's fon may; 
but in the end, truth will out. 

Goh, Pray you. Sir, ftand up ; I, am fure you are not 
Launcelot my boy. 

haun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about 
it, but gh^ me your blefling; I am Launcelot, your 
boy that was, your fon that is, your child that (hall 
be. 

Gob. I cannot think you are my fon. 

Laun. I know not what I fliaH think of that: but 
I am Launcelot the Jew's man, and, I am fure, Margery 
your wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed. I'll be fworn, 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art my own flefli and blood: 
L«ord worftiipp*d might he be ! what a beard haft thou 
got ! thou haft got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbia 
my thUl-borfe has on his tail. 

Lain* 
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Latm. It fliould feem then, that Dobbin's tail grows 
backward; I am fure, he had more hair on his tail, 
than I have on my face, when I lafi faw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou chang'd! how do {I thou 
and thy mafter agree ? I have brought him a prefent ; 
how agree you now ? 

Lauh* Well, well. But for mine own part, as I have 
fct up my reft to run away, fo 1 will not reft till I have 
ran fome ground. My matter's a very Jew : give him 
a prefent! give him a halter:. I am famifh*d in his 
fa-vice. You may tell every finger I have with my 
ribs. Father, I am glad you jtre come ; give me your 
prefent to one Mafter Baifanio, who indeed gives rare 
new liveries; if I ferve him not, 1 will run as far as 
God has any ground. O rare fortune, here comes the 
man; to him, father, for I am a Jew, if I ferve the Jew 
any longer. 

inter BaJJanlo with Leonardo^ and a foUotver or two more* 

Baffl ¥ou may do fo; but let it be fo hafted, that 
fopper be ready at the fartheft by five of the clock : fee 
Aefe letters delivered, put the liveries to making, and 
<kfire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. 
*'Laun. To him, father. 

Goi. God blefs your Worftiip! 

Ba/f. Gra.mercy, wouldft thou aught with me?- 

Golf, Here's my fon. Sir, a poor boy, — 

Laun. Not a poor boy. Sir, but the rich Jew's man, 
that would, Sir, as my father fhall fpecify, 

Goi. He hath a great infedlion, Sir, as one would 
lay; to ferve. 

Laun. Indeed, the fhort and the long is, ,1 ferve the 
Jew, and have a defire, as my father fh2l fpecify. 

Gob, iiis mafter and he, faving your Worfhip's reve- 
rcnce,/ are fcarce catercoufins. 

Laufu To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew, 
having done me wrong, doth caufe me, as my father, 
hein^ I hope an old man, fhall frutify unto you, 

Gti. I. have here a difh of doves, that I would beftow 

itfp^yovst Worfhip; and my fuit is 

f «i?iittB. In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to myfelf, 

^f^ftat Worship ihall know by this honcft old man ? 

^^^.r H 3 aai 
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and^ though I fay it, though old man, yet poor man 
my father. 

JBaffl One fpeak for both, what would you ? 

Laun. Serve you. Sir. 

Gob. This is the very defeft of the matter, Sir. 

Bqlf. I know thee well, thou haft obtainM thy fuk; 
Shylock, thy mafter, fpoke with me this day, . 
And hath preferred thee; if it be .preferment 
To leave a rich Jew's fervice to become 
The follower of fo poor a gentleman. 

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between : 
my mafter Shylock and you, **ir; you have the grace of \ 
God, Sir, and he hath enough. 

Bajf. Thou fpeak*ft it well; go, father, with thy fonr ; 
Take leave of thy old mafter, and inquire 
My lodging out ; give him a livery, 
More guarded thaa his fellows : fee it done. 

Laun, Father, in ; I cannot get a fervice, no ? .1 ' 
have ne'er a tongue in my head? well, if any man I'lr 
Italy have a fairer table*, which doth ****** f offer ^ 
to fwear upon a book, I (hall have good fortune; go'i 
to, here's a fimple line of life; here's a fmall trifle of 1 
wives. Alas, fifteen wives is notliing, eleven widows . 
and nine maids is a fimple coming-in for one man ! and 
then to *fcape drov/ning thrice, and to be in peril of 
my life with the edge of a feather-bed, here are iimple 
'fcapes! well, if fortune be a woman, (he's a good 
wench for this geer. Father, come ; I'll take my leave 
of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

[^Exeunt Laun^ and Gd* 

Baff, I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this. 
Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowed. 
Return in hafte, for I do feaft to-night 
My beft-efteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My beft eiideuvours (hall be done herein* 

SCENE 111. Enter Graiiano. 

Gra. Wliere is your mafter? 

Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. \^Extt LeonarJi* 

* Looking on his own hand, 
t The ihafm may be tbus/mppiied^ doth [ptoiilile g09d lock %9» 
'^*^» — 1 euxll aimoft j offer, &€• 
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Signior Baffanio , i 

Gratianfo ! 

J have a fuit to you. / 

You have obtained it. 

You muft not deny mej I muft go with you to 
t. ' 

Why, then you muft : but hear thee, Gratiano, 
It too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ; 
lat become thee happily enough^ 
fuch eyes as ours appear not faults; 
ere thou art not known, why, there they (hew 
ing too liberal ; pray thee, take pain 
r with fome cold drops of modefty 
ipping fpirit ; left, through thy wild behaviour^ 
fconftru'd in the place I go to, 
fe my hopes. 

Signior Baffanio, hear me, ^ 
not put on a fober habit, 
rith refpedt, and fwear but now and then, 
)rayer-book8 in my pocket, look demurely ^ 
ore, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes 
rith my hat. and figh, and fay, jimen; 
th' obfervance of civility, 
ne well ftudied in a fad oftent 
ife his grandam ; never truft me more. 
\ Well, we ftiall fee your bearing. 
. Nay, but I bar to-night, you (hall not gage TOt 
at we do to-night. 
\ No, that were pity, 
d intreat you rather to put on 
)oldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends 
^urpofe merriment : but fare you well, 
fome bufmefs. 

. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft : 
e will vifit you at f upper-time. * [^Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. Changes to ShyJock's houfe. 

Enter jfe/Jica and Launcelot. 

\ I'm forry thou wilt leave my father fo ; 
oufe is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
ivb it of fome tafte of tedioufnefs ; 

^ Btzt 
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But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, foon at fupper (halt thou fee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new matter's gueit. 
Give him this letter; do it fecrctly. 
And fo farewell: I would not have my father 
See me t.Jk with thee. 

Laun, Adieu ! tears exhibit my tongue ; moft beau- 
tiful Pagan, moft fweet Jew! if a Chriftian do not play 
the knave and gtt thee, I am much deceiv'd. But, a(£eul 
thefe foolifti drops do fomewhat drown my manly fpirit : 
adieu ! \^Exk. 

Jef. Farewell, good Launcelot. 
Alack, what heinous fin is it in me, 
To be afaam'd to be my father's child? 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promifj^ I fhall end this ftrife, 
Become a Chriftian, and thy loving wife* [jEjtrf. 

SCENE V. Th^Jh-eef. 

Enter Gratlano, Lorenzo^ Salar'mOy and Salanio. 

Lon Nay, we will flink away in fupper-time, difguifc 
us at my lodging, and return all in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not fpoke as yet of torch-bearers. 

Sala, 'Tk vile, unlefs it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor, 'Tis now but four o'clock, we have two hours 
To furnifh us. Friend Launcelot, what's the news? 

Enter Launcehty ivlth a letter, 

Laun, An it fhall pleafe you to break up this, it fhall 
feem to fignify. 

Lor, I know the hand; in faith, 'tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

Laun, By your leave. Sir. ^ 

Lor, Whither goeft thou ? 

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old mafter the Jew to 
fup to-night with my new mafiter t\vi C\«A&*\5a.. 

Lor, 



fk6. THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. ^ 

Lor. Hold, here, take this; tell gentle JefEca, 
I will not fail her; fpeak it privately. 
. Go. Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mafque to- 
night ? 
Ham provided of a torch-bearer. \Exii Lautu 

SaL Ay, marry, 1*11 be gone about it flrait. 

Sah, And fo will I. 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 
[At Gratiano's lodging fome hour hence. 

Sal. *Ti8 good, we do fo. ^Exk* 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jeffica?^ 

Lor. I muft needs tell thee all; (he hath direAed, 
I How I fhall take her from her father's hoiife, 
I What gold and jewels (he is fumifh'd with, 
[What page's fuit Ihe hath in readinefs. 
If e'er the Jew her father come to heav'n, 
I It will be for his gentle daughter's fake; 
I And never dare misfortune crofs her foot, 
I Unlefs fhe doth it under this excufe, 
I That fhe is ifTue to a faithlefs Jew. 
I Come, go with me; perufe this, as thou goeft ; 
( Fair Jeffica fhall be my torch-bearer. [^Exeunts, 



SCENE VI. SiylocPj boufe. 

Enter Shy lock and Latincelot. 

Shy. Well, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and BafTanio. 

VChsLty Jeffica! thou Ihalt not gormandize. 

As thou hatt done with me — what, JefTica! — 
[' And fleep and fnore, and rend apparel out. 
Why, JefTica! 1 fay. 

J^aun. Why, Jeffica! 

Shy. Who bids thee call? 1 did not bid thee call. 

Laun. Your Worfhip was wont to tell me, that I could 
^ nothing without bidding. 

Enter Jeffica. 



Call you ? what is your v/ill ? 
I am bid forth lu f upper, JcfEci^; 



There 
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There arc my keys. But wherefore (hould I go? 
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me : 
But yet 111 go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriftian. Jeiiica, my girl. 
Look to my houfe; I am right loath to go^ 
There is fome ill a-brewing towards my reft. 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun, I befeech you. Sir, go ; my young mafter dotb 
cxpe6^ your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have confpired together, I will not 
lay you (hall fee a mafque ; but if you do, then it was 
not for nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding on blaclt^ 
Monday laft, at fix o'clock i' th* morning, falling out 
that year on Afh-Wednefday was four year in the after- 
noon. 

Shy. What ? are there mafques ? hear you me, Jeffica^ 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum. 
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife. 
Clamber not you up to the cafements then> 
Nor thruft your head into the public ftreet, 
To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifh'd faces* 
But ftop my ho life's ears ; I mean, my cafements j 
Let not the found of fliallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Jacob's ftaff, I fwearf 
I have no mind of feafting forth to-night. 
But 1 will go ; go you before me, firrah. 
Say, I will come. 

Laun. I will go before, Sir. 
Miftrefs. look out at window, for all this ;, 
There will come a Chriftian hy^ 
Will be worth a Jewefs' eye. [^Exit Laun* 

Shy. What fays that fool of Haear^s ofFspping, ha ? 

jfef. His words were, Farewell, Miftrefs ; nothing elfe- 

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder : 
Snail-flow in proiit, but he fleeps by day 
More than the wild cat ; drones hive^not with me. 
Therefore I part with him ; and part v/ith him 
To one, that I would have him help to wafte ; 

His borrowed purfe. Weli, Jefiica, go in ; 
Perhaps i will return immediately ; 
Do, as 1 biZ you. ■ 
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>hut the doors after you : Fqft htnd^ fajl find ; . 
\ proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. \E3nU 

Jef. Farewell; and if my fortune be not croft, 
have a father, you a daughter, loft. £Exii. 

SCENE VII. rhefireeU 

Enter Grahano and Salanio in mafquerade. 

Gra, Tliis is the pent-houfe, under which Lorenzo dc- 
ired us to make a ftand. 

Sal. His hour is almoft paft. 

Gra* And it is marvel he out-dwells lus hour, 
?0T lovers ever run before the clock. 

Sal. O, ten times fafter Venus' pjdgeons fly 
To feal love's bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a feaft. 
With that keen appetite that he fits down ? 
Where is the horfe, that doth untread again 
His tedious meafures with the unbated fire. 
That he did pace them firft ? All things that arc, 
Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoyed. 
IHowlike a younker, or a prodigal, 
The fcarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the ftrumpet wind ! 
How like the prodigal doth fiie return, 
^itji over-weather'd ribs and tagged fails, 
lean, rent, and beggar'd by the ftrumpet wind? 

Enter Lorenzo 

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo : more of this hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait; 
When you (hall pleafe to play the thieves for wrives, 
^'11 watch as long for you then: come, approach; 
*lcre 4^ell8 my father Jew. Hoa, who's within ? 

j^e^cc^ abovey in hoy*s clothes. 

jfef. "Wlio are you? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit I'll fwear that I do know your tongue. 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 
ye/, ILorenzo certaia, dad my lov«, iad€ta\ 
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For who Jove I fo much ? and now who know$, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor. Heav'n and thy thoughts are witnefs that thou a 

Jif. Kere catch this cafket, it is worth the pains, 
I'm cjlad, 'tis night, you do not look on mcj 
For I am much afliam'd of my exchange ; 
But love is bh'nd, and lovers cannot fee 
The prrtty follies that themfelves com.mit ; 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufli 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearer. 

Jef. What, muft I hold a candle to my fhames? 
They in themfelves, goodfooth, are too, too light. 
Why, 'tis an oflBce of difcovery, love. 
And I (hould be obfcur'd. 

Lor. So are you, fweet, 
Ev'n in the lovely gamifli of a boy. 

But come at once 

For the clofe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ftaid for at BafTanio's feaft. 

Jef. 1 will jnake faft the doors, and gild myfelf 
With fome more ducats, and be with you ftrait. 

\JExitfr(m ahy 

Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew, 

Lor. Befhrew me, but I love her heartily j 
Fop fhe is wife, if I can judge of her; 
And fair fhe is, if that mine eyes be true; 
And true (he is, as fhe hath prov'd herfelf ; 
And therefore like herfelf, wife, fair, andtnic, 
Shall (he be placed in my conftant foul. 

Enter Jejpca^ to them. 

What, art thou come? on. Gentlemen, away; 

Our mafquing mates by this time for us ftay.* [iJ* 

Enter Anthonto. 

/nth. Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior Anthonio, 

Anth. Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 
'Tis nine o'clock, our friends all ftay for you ; 
No mafqii^to-night ; the wind is come about) 
BaflTaiiio ^Sfently will go aboard j 
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[ have fent twenty out to feek for you. 

Gra. I am glad on't ; I defire no more delight 
Than to be under fail, and gone to-night. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE VI 11. Changes to Betmont. 

Enter Portia wiih Moroehtus^ ami both thsir trtdnu 

Por. Go, draw afide the curtains, and diTcover 
The fev'ral calkets to tliis Noble Prince. 
l^ow make your choice. [^Three carets are dif cover* J» 

Mor» The firft of gold, which this infcription bearsy 
IVho chttfeth me^Jball gain what many men defire. 
The fecond filver, which this promife carries, 

IVho chuftth me,JhaU get as much as he deferves* 
.This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt> 

iVho chufeth me., mujl give and haxard all he hath* 

How fhall I know, if t do chufe the right ? 
Par. The one of them contains my pifture, Prince j 

If you chufe that, then I am yours withal. 
Mnr. S9me God diredl my judgment ! let me fet, 

J will furvey th' infcriptions back again ; 

What fays this leaden caiket ? 

^ho chufeth me^ muft give and ha%ard cdl he hath. 

Muft give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead \ 

l^his cafket threatens. Men that hazard all, 
*^o it in hope of fair advantages ; 
A golden mind doops not to fhows of drofs ; 
I'll then not give, nof hsf^rd, aught for lead. 
What fays the filver, with her virgin hue ? 
^ho chufeth me^Jhall get as much as he deferves. 
As much as he deferves? paufe there, Morocbiu8| 
And weigh thy value with an even hand. 
I f thou be'ft rated by thy eftimation, 
'Thou doft deferve enough ; and yet enough 
^4ay not extend fo far a» to the lady ; 
And yet to be afraid of my deferving. 
Were but a weak difabling of myfclf. 

As much as I deferve? why, that's the lady: 

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes. 
In graces, and in qualities of breeding: 
But more than thefe, in love I do deferve. # , 
What If 1 Uray'd no farther f but chofc llWC \ 
Vol. IL I l.^'O^ 
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Let*s fee once mor^ this faying gravM in gold. 

JVho cbitfttb meyjball gain what many tnen dtfire. 

Why, that's the lady; all the world defires her; 

From the four comers of the earth they come 

To kifs this fhrine, this mortal breathing faint. 

Th' Hyrcanian deferts, and the vafty wilds 

•Of wide Arabia, are as thorough-fares now. 

For princes to come view fair Portia. 

The wat'ry kingdom, whofe ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heav'n, is nq bar 

Hlo ftop the foreign fpirits ; hut they come. 

As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia. 

One of thefe three contains her heav'nly pidlurc. 

Is't like, that lead contains her? 'twere damnation^ 

To think fo bafe a thought : it were too grofs 

To rib her cerecloth in the obfcure grave. 

Or fliall I think, in filver fne's immur'd. 

Being ten times undervalued to tly'd gold ? 

O linful thought, never fo rich a gem 

Was fet in worfe tlian gold! they have, in England, 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamped in gold, but that's infculpt upon; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

Lies all within. Deliver me the key ; 

Here do I chufe, and thrive I as I may ! 

Por, There take it, Prince ; and if my form lie then 
Then I am yours. [ Unlocking the gold cajh 

Mor* O hell! what have w^here? a carrion death, 
Within whofe empty eye tliere is a fcroU : 
^'11 read the writing. 

jlll that glifiers is not gnl3f 
.Often have you heard that tcld; 
Many a man his life hathfoldy 
But my outjtde to behold. 
Gilded wood may worms infold : 
Had you been as wife as hold^ 
Toung in limbs ^ in judgment old^ 
Tour anfwer had not been infcrol^d^ 
Fare you well, your fuit is cold, 

Mor, Cold, indeed, and labour lofl; 
^hpii iare^ll heat, and welcorae £ro^; 
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rtia, adieu ! I have tx>o griev'd a heart 
take a tedions leave: thus lofefs part. [^Exit. 

Por. A gentle riddance : draw the curtains ; go — 
t all of his complexion chufe me fo. • " lExeuni. 

SCENE IX. C^ariges to Venice. 

Enter Solarlno and SGlanlo* 

<al. Why, man, I faw Baflanio under fail; 

th him is Gratiano gone along ; 

d in their (hip Vm furc Lorenzo is not. 

o/om The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke, 

weiit with him to ftarch Baffanio's fhip. , 
aL He came too late, the (lup was vmdcr fail; 

there the Duke was given to underiland, . 
It in a gondola were fecn together 
•cnzo and his am'rous Jeflica: 
ide», Anthonio certify 'd the Duke, 
:y were not w^ith BaCanio in his fhip. 
*o/a, I never heard a paffion fo confus'd^ 
ftrange, outrageous, and fo variaore, 
t-lie dog Jew did utter in the ftreets; 

daughter! O my ducats! O my daughter, 

1 with a Chriftian ? O my Chriflian ducats I 
ice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter! 
baled hag, two fealed bags of ducats, 

double ducats, ftol'n from me by my daughter ! 
d jewels too, ftones, rich and precious ftones, 
I'n by my daughter !' Juftice ! find the girl; 
hath the Itones upon her, and the ducats. 
'al. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
ing his ftones, his daughter, and his ducats. . 
'oia. Let good Anthouio look h^ keep his day; 
he (hall pay for this. 
kil. Marry, well remember'd 
laibn'd with a Frenchman yefterday, 
10 told me, in the narrow feas tlu»+ ^ r", 
e French and Englifh, th-; mifcarned 
efTel of our count rr « ^hly fraught : 
louche ^^K"" anthouio, vvhen he told me, 
J \vilh'd in (ilence tliat it were not his. 
'dr» You were bed to tcU Anthonio what you\v^"ax % 

160915 
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Yd 60 not fuddenly, for it may grierc him. 

Sal. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I faw Baffanio and Anthonio part. 
Paffanio t6ld him, he would make fome fpeed 
Of his return. He anfwcr*d. Do not fo ; 
Slubber not bufinefs for my fake, Balfanio; 
But ftay the very riping of the time : 
And for the Jew's bond which he hath of me. 
Let it not enter in your mind of love : 
Be merry, and employ your chicfeft thoughts 
To coiutfhip, and fuch fair oflents of love. 
As (hall conveniently become you there. 
And even there, his eye being big with tears. 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him. 
And, with afFeftion wond*rous fenfible. 
He wrung Baffanio's hand, and fo they parted. 

Sola. I think he only loves the world for him. 
I pray thee, let us go and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced heavinefs 
With fome delight or other. 

Sal. Do we fo. [i 

SCENE X. Clfatiges to Belmont. 

, Enter Nertjfa with afervant. 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the'c 
The Prince of Arragon has ta'en hie oath, [ 

And comes to his eledion prefently. 

Enter Arragon^ bis train, Portia. Flor. Comets* 
cq/kets are difcwer^d 

Par. Behold, there ftand the cafkets. Noble Pric 
If you chufe that wherein I am contain *d, 
Strait (hall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd 5 
But if you fail, without more fpeech, my Lord, 
"be gone from hence immediately. 
*»*-^iQin»d by oath t* obferve three thingi 
rirft, never to iinTo»»^^:^Qy o^e 
Which ca(ket 'twas I choicV-M»xt, if 1 fail 
Of the right ca(kct, never In myUtr 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; 
l4«fti if I fail in fortune of my choice, 

lmm< 
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Immediately to kavc yoo, and be gone. 

For. To thefe ifij anions creiy one doth fWcar, 
That comes to hazard for my worthkfii (dL 

Ar. Andfo have I addrcfs'd me; fnrtime now 
To my heart's h6pe ! gold, filver, aii(l bafe kad. 
Vho chufeih mt^ mitft give and barardoB JL- IhUh, 
You ihail look fairer, ere 1 give or hazard. 
What fays the golden cheft? ha, kt me fee; 
Who cbufeth me^JbaR gain what many wiem dtfirt. 
i^hat many men defire — that may be meant 
Df the'footmultitude, that chu£e by (how, 
M learning more than the fond eye doth teach : 
Which pry not to th' intenor, but,- lie the nsftWt, 
*'>uilds in the weather on the outward w^Jl, 
y n in the force and road of cafualty. 
will not chufe what many men ^defire,. :. 

:aufe I will not jump with common fpirits, 
And rank me with the barb'rous multitudes. 
!Vhy, then, to thee, thou filvcr treafmne-hDafe;. 
eU me once more, what title thon deft bear. 
%o chujeth me.Jballget as much at be defirves; 
bd well faid too, for who (hall go about 
9Po cozen fortune, and be honourable 
ITithout the ttamp of merit I Let none prcfumc 
owear an undeferved dignity: 
i that eftates. degrees, and offices, 
Tere not deriv'd conuptly, that clear Conour 
/ere purchas'd by the merit of the wearer! 
iow many then Ihould cover, that ftandbar^? 
7ow many be comm^ded, that command? 
tow much low peafantiy would then be gleaned 
rom the true feed of honour ? how much honour 
'ick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
o be new vanned ? Well, but to my choice : 
Who chufeth meyjhall get as much as he dtferiyes : 

I will aflume defert ; give me a key for this, 

[And inflantly unlock my fortunes here. 

' Por. Too long a paafe for that which you find there. 

[^ Unlocking thejilver cnjkef, 

^ u^r. What's here ! the portrait of a blinking ide'ol, 

Prelicfiting me a fchedule ? I W^ill read it. 

iiiivmud& unlike art^hou to Portia? 

W'" I 3 How 
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How much unlike mj hopes aod my defdvings? 
U^ho chu/es me^Jbatt have as much as he deferves. 
Did I dcferve no more than a fooPs head? 
Is that my prize? are my defer ts no better? 

Por, To offend, and judge, are difliu£t offices. 
And of oppofed natures. 

jlr. What is here ? 

Thejlrefev^n times tried this; 
Sev*n times tried that judgment isf 
That did never chuje amifs. 
Some there he thatjhadows hifs ; 
Such have but aJhado<tv*s htifs: 
There hefoois alive^ I viis^ 
Silvered o'er^ and/o was this* 
Take what wife you will to hedy 
I will lever he your head: 
So he gone, Sir, you arejped, 

jfn StiH more fool I fhall appear, 
By the time I linger here. 
With one fool's head I came to woo. 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet, adieu ! I*U keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wrath. [^E> 

For. Thus hath the candle fing'd the moth : 
O thete deliberate fools! wheurthey do chuf^ 
I'hey have the wifSom by their wit to lofe. 

Ner, The ancient faying is no herefy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny. 

Por, Come, draw the curtain, Neriffa- 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv, Where is my Lady? 

For* Here, what would my Lord? 

Serv, Madam, there is aUghted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignify th* approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth fenfiblc regrets ; 
To wit, betides commends and courteous breathy 
Gifts of rich value ; yet, 1 have not feen 
So likely an ambaifador of love. 
A day in April never came fo fweet, 
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[low how coftly fummer was at hand. 

Ills fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

3r. No more, 1 pray thee ; I am half afraid, 

li'lt fay anon, he is fome kin to -thee; 

11 fpend'ft fuch high-day wit in praifmg him : 

e, come, Neriffa, for 1 long to fee 

:k Cupid's poft, that comes fo mannerly* 

er, Bafianioy Lord Love> if thy will it be ! 



\ 
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ACT III. SCENE 1. 

AJlreet in Venice. 
Enter Salanio and SJarino. 
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OW, what news on the Ryalto ? 
2/. Why, yet it lives ihere uncheck'd, that Antho- 
liath a (hip of rich lading wreck'd on the narrow feas ; 
Godwins, I think, they call the place ; a very dan- 
lus flat, and fatal, where the carcafes of many a tall 
lie bury'd, as they fay, if my goflip Report be an 
jft woman of her word 

ola I would (he were as lying a goflip in that, as ever 
pt ginger, or made her neighbours believe flie wept 
the dealh of a third hufband. But it is true, with- 
any flips of prolixity, or crofling the plain highway 
ilk, that the good Ant^bonio, the honeft Anthonio— 
bat I had a title good enough to keep his name com- 

a/. Come, the full flop. 

ola. Ha, what fay 'ft thou ? why, the end is, he hath 

a (hip, 

ah 1 would it miglit prove the end of his lofles. 

da. Let me fay j4men betimes, left the devil crofs thy 

rer, fdr here he pomes in ^he likenefs of a Jew. How 

\ Shylock, what news among the merchants I 

Enter ShylocL 
jlm,. y^ knew (none fo well, none fo well as you) of 

§m^fi«s*^ flight. 
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Sal. Tliat's certain ; I, for my part, knew the taik 
that made the wings (he flew withal. 

Sola. And iShylock, for his own part, knew the bir 
was ilcdg'd, and then it is the complexion of them al 
t^eave the dam. 
^/jy* She is damn'd for it. 
SaL 1 hat's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 
Shy My own fleih and blood to rebel ! 
Sola, Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe yeats? 
Shy, I fay, my daughter is my fleih and blood. 
SaL There is more difierence between thy flefh and 
hers, than between jet and ivory; more between youi 
bloods, than: there is between red wirie and rheniflii 
but tell us, do yon hear, whether Anthonio have had any 
lofs at fea or no? 

S/jy. There I have another bad match; a bankrupt, 
for a prodigal, who dares fcarce fhew his head on the 
Ryalto; a beggar, that us'd to come fo fmug upon the 
mart ! let him look to his 'bond ; he was wont to call 
me ttfurer ; let him look to his bond; he was wont ta 
lend money for a Chrijlian courtefy; let him look to 
his bond. 

SaL Why, I am fure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take 
Lis flefh: what's that good for? 

. Shy. To bait fifh withal. If it w31 feed nothing elfcy 
it wiU feed my revenge. He hath difgrac'd me, and hin- 
dered me of half a million, laugh'd at my loffes, mock'd 
at my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my bargains, 
cooPd my friends, heated mine enemies. And what's 
his reafon? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? hath 
not a Jew handj, organs, dinienfions, fertfes, affe6lions, 
pailions? fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame 
weapons, fubjedft to the fame difeafes, heal'd by the 
fame means, wann'd and cool'd by the fame winter and 
fumraer, as a Chriftian is? If you prick us, do we not 
bleed; if you tickle us, do we not laugh? if you poi- 
fon us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, (hall wc 
not revenge? If we are like yc^u in the rell, we will 
n:femble you in that. If a Jew wrong a ChrifliaHy 
what is his humility? revenge. If a Chriftian wrong 
a Jew, what fhould his fulFerance be by Chriftian ex- 
ample? why, revenge. The villany you teach me, 

I 
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%m3k cxecvte; and it fhall go hard but I wiU: better 
^ inftrudion. 

jEnter afirvantfrom Anthomo; 

Serv. Gentlemen, my mailer Anthonio is at Et» 
houfe, and defires to fpeak with you both* 
Sal, We have been up and down to feek him. 

Enter Tubal, 

Sola* Here comes another of the tribe ; a third cannot 
be matched unlefs the devil hirafelf turn Jew. 

[^Exeunt Sola, and Solar. 
Shy. How now, Tubal, what new« fram Genoa ? haft, 
thou found my daughter ? 
Tub. 1 often came where I did hear of her, but can^ 
[ not &ni her. 

Siy, Why there, there, there, there! a diamond 
gone, coft me two thoafand ducats in Ftancfort! the 
curfc never feU upon our nation till now, I never felt 
ft t31 now; two thoufand ducats in that, and othef* 
> precious, precious jewels ! I would my daughter were 
I dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear ; O would 
bt were hers'd at my foot, and the ducats in her coifia. 
No news of them; why, fo! and I know not what't 
fyeat in the fearch : why, thou lofs upon lofs I the thieT 
gone with fo much, and fo much to find the thief; and 
DO (atisfa^on, no revenge, nor no ill luck ftirring, but 
what lights o' my fhoulders ; no fighs but o' my brca- 
ithi^, no tears but o' my (heddijig. 
f Tub Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Anthonio, a» 
I I heard in Genoa — 
[ Shy. What, what, what? iU luck, ill luck ? 

Tub, Hath an Argofie cafl away, coming from Tri- 
polls. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God; is it true? is it 
tniet 

Tub, I fpoke with fome of the failors that efcapcd 
the wreck* 

Sfy. I thank thee,* good Tubal; good news, good 
9ewB; ha, ha, where? in Genoa? 

« Tib, Your daughter fpent iu Genoa, as I K^ard,, one 
juffbt* fbiirfcore ducats. 



1 
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Shy. Thou flick'ft a dagger in me; I (hall nevet iS^ 
my gold again ; fourfcore ducats at a fitting, fotirfcdi^* 
ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in 
my company to Venice, that fwear he cannot chufe but 
break. 

Shy, I am giad of it, PU plague him, Pll torture 
him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub, One of them fhcw'd me a ring, that he had of 
your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her! thou torture ft me, Tubal; it 
was my Turquoife, i had it of Leah when I was a ba- 
chelor; 1 would not have given it for a wilderhefs of 
monkies. 

Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true ; go fee md 
an officer, befpeak him a fortnight before. I will have 
the heart 6f hrvd'y if he forfeit ; for were he out of Ve-* 
alee, I can make what merchandize 1 will. Go, ffo^ 
^Tnbal, and meet me at our fynagogue;. gO, good Tu- 
Bal; at our fynagogue, Tubal. [^Exeutth , 

SCENE II. Changes to Belmont. 

Enter Baffanlo^ Portia^ Graiianh^ and atieridanfsi 

The eajhets are fit out, 

Por. I pray you, tarry ; paufe a day or two^ 
Before you hazard; for in chuling wrong 
I lofe yoi^r company ; therefore forbear a while,- 
. There's fomething tells me (but it is not love) 
I would not lofe you; and you know yourfelfj. 
Hate eounfel's not m fuch a quality. 
But led you (hould not underftand me well. 
And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought^ 
1 would detain you here fome inonth or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could teach yoit 
How to chufe right, but 1 am then forfvvora. 
So will I never be ; fo you may mifs me : 
But if you Aoy youil make me widi a iin. 
That L had been foi^worn Befhrew your eyesV 
They have a'erlooL'd ine,. and divided me ; 

Owr 
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(ftiae if youi*, the other half yours, 
1/ 1 would fay : but if mine, then yours ; 
I yours. Alas ! thefe naughty times 
between the owners and their rights: 
lo' yours, not yours, prove it fo, 
ae go to hell for it. Not T. 

long, but 'tis to peize the time, 
t, and to draw it out in length, 
ou from eleftion. 

-•et me chufe; 

im, I live upon the rack. 

Jpon the rack, Baflanio? thenconfefs, 

afon there is mingled with your love 

*Tone, but that ugly treafon of miftmft, 

akes me fear th' enjoying of my love. 

y as well be amity and life 

now and fire, as treafon and my love. 

^y, but, I fear, you fpeak upon the rack; 

en enforced do fpeak any thing. 

i^romife me life, and Til confefs the tnith. 

Veil then, confefe, and live. 

Ilonfefs, and love, 

1 the very fum of my confeflion. 
torment, wlien my torturer 

ch me anfwers for deliverance ! 

le to my fortune and the cafkets. 

Way then! I am lock'din one of them; 

love me, you will find me out. 
nd the reft, ftand all aloof, 
: found, while he doth make his choice ; 
he lofe, he makes a fwan like end, 
I mufic. That the comparifon 
d more juft, my eye fhall be the ilream 
'ry deathbed for him : he may win, 
Lt is niufic then ? then mufic is 
he flourifh, when true fubje^ls bow 
r-crowned monarch : fuch it is, 
lofe dulcet fo^t0^^ break of day, 
jp into the dfRming bridegroom's ear, 
mon him to marriage. Now he goes, 

lefs prefence, but with much more love, 
ang Alcides, when he did redeem 
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The vimn-tribiite, paid by howling Troy 

To the fea-moniler : I ftand for facrifice ; 

The reft aloof arc the Dardanian wives. 

With bleared vifages come forth to view 

The ifliie of th' exploit. Go, Hercules! 

Lire thou, I live; with much, much more difoiay 

I view the fight, than thou that mak'ft the fray. 

[ Mufic nvi 

Afongy whilji Bajfanto comments on the cq/kets to htmj 

7eU mfy where is fancy hred^ 
Or in the hearty or in the head ? 
Honv begoty how nourijhedf 
Reply, reply. 

It is engendered in the eyes, 
IVith ga%ingfed^ and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 
Let us all ringfancy^s knelh 
V\\ begin it. 
Dingy dofigj hell. 
All, Dingt dong, hell. 

Baff. So may the outward fhows be leaft themfelv< 
The world is ftill deceiv'd with ornament. 
In law, what plea fo tainted ^rtd corrupt, 
But being fesdfon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obfcures thefhow of evil? In religion. 
What damned error, but fome fober brow 
Will blefs it, and approve it with a text. 
Hiding' the groffhefs with fair ornament ? 
There is no vice fo fimple, but afliimes 
Some mark of viitue on its outward parts. 
How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As flairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mai s ; 
Who, inward fearch'd, have livers white as milk? 
And thefe alTume but valour'soccrement *, 
To render them redoubted. ^Kogpk o i beauty, 
AimJ you (hall fee '* is purchased by the weight, 
Which therein woi ks a miracle in nature. 
Making them lighted t\vat we^x xi\o^ v>{ lu 

• TaU \8, -^ beard 
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thofe crifped fnaky golden locks^ 

mak« fuch wanton gambols with the wind 

bppofed faimefs, often known 

th% dowry of a fecond head, 

jU, that bred them, in the fepulchre^ 

rnament k but the gtciky (horc 

loll dang*rou8 fea ; the beauteous fcarf 

an Indian beauty ; in a word» 

ming truth which cunning times put on 

ip the wifeft. Then, thou gaudy goldf 

>od for Midasy I will none of thee ; 

le of thee, thou pale and common dtvtdgc 

man and nftan : But thou, thou meagre kad* 
rather threat'neft, than doft promife aught, 
linnefs moves me more than doquence; 
TC chufe I ; joy be the confequence! 

How all the other paflions fleet ta aJr, 
btful thoughts, and rafh-embrac'd defpair, 
idd'ring fear, and green-ey*d jeabufy. 

be moderate, allay thy ecftafy; 
ure rain thy joy, fcant this excefs, 
K7 much thy blefiing, make it lefa, 
■ I furfeit. [Opening th^ leadm cafkf. 

What find I here? 
trtid*8 counterfeit ? What tieniy-god 
ome fo near creation ? Move thcfe eyrt ? 
ther, riding on the balls of mine, 
ley in motion ? Here are fcver'd liprf 
with fugarbreath ; fo fweet a bar 
fundcr fuch fweet friends : here in her hairt . 
inter plays the fpidei-, and hath woven 
>n meCi t' intrap the hearts of men, 
ban gnats in cobwebs: but hereyea,T-P 
juld he fee to do them? having made one^ 
S.S it fhould Rave powei to fteal both hi, 
ive itfelf unfinifliM. Yet how far 
>llance of my praife doth wrong this ftiadbiir 
rprizing it, fo ferthis fhadow 
tnp behind the fubftance. Here'^s the fcroUy 
itment and fummary of my fortune. 
IL K rm 
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Tou that cbufe not hy the view. 
Chance as fair ^ andchnfe as true : 
Since this fortune falls to you ^ 
Be content y andfeek no new. ♦ 

If you be fuell pleas* J with thisj 
j4nd hold your fortune for your hVifsj^ 
Turn you where your lady is, 
jindqlaim her withxi loving kifs. 

A gentle fcroll ; fair Lady, by your leave ; [ Kifflng k 

I come by note to give, and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes ; 

Hearing applaufe and univerfal (hout, 

Giddy in fpirit, gazing flill in doubt, 

Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no ; 

,So (thrice fair Lady) ftand I, even fo, 

As doubtful whether what I fee be true, 

JJntil confinp'd, fign'd, ratify'd by you. 

Por» You fee me> Lgrd Baflanio, where I fland, 
Suchaslam: tho' for my felf alone, 
1 would not be ambitious in^my wiih. 
To wiih myfelf much better ; yet for you, 
I would be treble twenty times myfelf, 
A thoufand times more fair ; ten thoufand times 
More rich ; that, to ftand high in your account^ 
I might in virtues^ beauties, livings, friends. 
Exceed account ; but the full fum of me 
Is fum of fomething, w^h'ch, to term in grofs, 
Is an unleflbn'd girl, unfchooPd, unpradlis'd; 
Happy in this, (he is not yet fo old ^ 

But (he may learn; more happy then in this, 
She is not bred fo dull but (he can learn ; 
Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpirit 
XI!ommits itfelf. to yours to be dire^ed. 
As from her lord, her governor, her king : 
Myfelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. But now I was the lord 
Of this fair maufion, matter of my fei*vants, 
Qiicen o'er myfelf; and even now, but now, * 
' TH^ boufe, thefe fervants, apd this fame myfelf, 
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Are yolirs, my Lord: I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from, lofe or give away, 
ifCt It prefage the ruin of your love. 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Ba^. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins ; 
And there. is fuch confufion in nly pow'rs. 
As, after fome oration fairly fpoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleafed multitude ; 
XVbere every fomething, being blent together, 
J Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy 
rixprcfs'd, and not exprefs'd. But when this ring 
^arts fiiom this finger; then parts life from hence; 
®, then be bold to fay, Baflanio's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is' now oUr time, 
1*hat have flood by, and feen our wifhes profper. 
To cry. Good joy, good joy, my Lord and Lady ! 

Gra. My Lord BafTanio, and my gentle Lady, 
l* wi(h you all the joy that you can wi(h ; 
■S'or, 1 am fure, you can wi(h none from me * : 
And when your Honours mean to folemnize 
The bargain of your faith. I do befcech you, t 

Jtv'n at that time I may be married too. 

Bqffl With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wife. 
Gra. I thank your Lordfhip, you have got me one. 
My eyes, my Lord, can look as fwift as yours; 
Tou faw the miilrefs, I beheld the maid ; 
I You lov'd, 1 lov'd ; for intermiflion 
I No more pertains to me, my Lord, than yoU. 
I Your fortune flood upon the calket there ; 
I And fo did mine too, as the matter falls:- 
I'or wooing here until I fweat again, 
And fwearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oathtf of love j at laft, if promife lall, 
1 got a promife of this fair one here. 
To haTe her love, provided that your fortune 
AtchievM her miflrefs* 
Por. Is this true, NeriiTa ? 
Ner^ ykdam, it is, fo you fland pleas'd withal. 

K 2 Bqf, 

« ^ '^ 7i0f iSf diftin<5l from me and my i 
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Bqffl And 4o youy GratuMiOy mean good £tidi? 

Gra. Yes, feitk, my JLord. 

JB^. Our feafl fhaJl be much honoor'd in your mar* 
riage. 

Gra. We'll play wkh them» the iirft boy for a thou- 
(and ducats. 

Ner. What, and fbfke down? 

Gra. No, we fhall ne'er win at that fyort, and (Uk 
down. 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and hts infidel? 
What^ and my M Venetian fiiendj Salaaio? 

SCENE III. 

Enter Lormao^ J^^i andSoLuno. 

Bajf. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither; 
If that the youth of my new intereft here 
Have power to bid you welcome. By your leare, 
I bid my very friends and country^men, 
(Sweet Portia,) wdcome. 
^ Por. So do I, my Lord ; they are entirely wclconjc. 

Lor. I thank your HonoUr : for my part, my Lord, 
My purpofe was not to have feen you here; 
But meeting with Salanio by the way^ 
He did intreat me, pail aU faying nay« 
To come with him along. 

SaL I did, my Lord, 
And I have reafon for't ; Signior Anthoaio 
Cdmmends him to yo«. \Qms Bajftmo s Idiett 

Bqffl Ere I ope this letter, 
1 pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sah Not fick, ray Lord, unldsit be in mind; 
Nor well, unlefs hi mind; his letter thei»e 
Will fhew you his eftate. [^Bt^amio opens the letter* 

Gra. Nerifla, cheer yon* Granger: bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salanio ; what's the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonio ? 
I know be will be glad of our fuccefs : • « . 

We are the Jafons, we have won the fleece. 

SaL Would you had won the fleece that he hath loftj 

For. 
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Por. There are fome ihrewd contentffJd yon' fame 
iiat Heal the colour from Baffanio's check : [paper, 
►me desur friend dead ; dfe nothing in the world 
3uld turn fo much the conftitution 
f any conftant man. What, wdrfe and worfe ! 
''ith leave, BafTanio, I am half yourfelf, 
nd I muft have the half of any thing 
hat this fame paper brings you. 
Bqf G fwect Portia! 
ere are a few of the unpleafant'fl words ■ 
hat ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 
iThen I did fir ft impart my love to you, 
freely told you, all the wealth 1 had 
an in my veins, I was a gentleman: 
jad then I told you true; and yet, dear Lady, 
ating myfelf at nothing, you (hall fee 
Low much 1 was a braggart. When I told you,, 
[y ftate was nothing, I fhould then have told you, ' 
nat 1 was worfe than nothings For indeed 
have engag'd myfelf to a dear' friend, 
Ingag'd my friend to his mere ^n^my, 
'o feed my means. Here is a letter. Lady, 
%€ paper, as the body of my friend ; 
.nd every word in it a gaping wound, 
fuing hfe-blood. But is it true, Salanio? 
[ave all his ventures faiPd? what, not one hit? 
rom Tripohs, from Mexico, from England, 
rom Liibon, Barbary, and India? 
nd not one veffel 'fcap'd the dreadful touch 
f merchant-marring rocks ^. 
Sal. Not one, my Lordi 
efides, it fhould appear, that if he had 
he prefent* money to difcharge the Jew, 
^e would not take it. Never did I know 
. creature, that did bear the (hape of man, 
5 keen and greedy to confound a man. 
'.e plTes the Duke at morning and at night, 
nd'doth impeach the freedom of the ftate, 
■ ^hey deny him juftice. Twenty merchants, 
Iw Duke himfelf, and the magnificoes 
^f ereateft port, have all perfuade^with him; 
1^ ndnt "Can .drive him from the envious plea 
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Of Ibrfekare, of juiUce* ^nd Kts bond. 

^if. When I was wkh him, 1 have heard him fwear, 
To Tubal and to Ohm hk countrymen* 
That he would rather have Anthonio's flefli. 
Than twenty timet the viduc of the fum 
That he did owe him ; and I know, my jLord^ 
If law, authority, and powr'r deny fu>ti 
It will go hard with poor Anthonio. 

For. Is it youi dear friend that la thus in trouble? 

Bqffl The deareft friend to me, tke ki^deft man, 
The bed condition'd: an unweary'd Ijpirit 
In doing courtcijee ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more af^eart 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

For. What fum owes he the Jew? 

JBqffl For me three thoufaBd d^ats^ , 

For. What, oo more ? 
Pay him fix thouiand, and deface the bond^ 
Double fix thouiand, and then treble that. 
Before a friend of this defcription 
Shall lofe a hair through vny Bafianio^s fault. 
Firft, go with ine to church, and call me wife. 
And then away to Venice to your friend : 
For never fhall you U^ by Portia's fidfe 
With an unquiet £oviL You (hall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is paid, bring your true friend sdbng; 
My maid NeriiFa and myfelf, mean time. 
Will live as maids and widows : come, away ! 
For you fhall hence upon y9ur wedding-day *. 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bq^. [reads.] Sweet Ba/fanio^ my Jktps ha^>e 4»ll trnfcOT' 
ry^dy my creditors grow cruel^ my eftate if very low^ ngf 
hendto the yew is forfeit; andjince^ in paying iV, it is mf 
pojjihle IJhouldTwe^ all debts are cleared between you and me* 
if I might hut fee you at my death; notwithftandingy vfs 
your fleafure t if your love do not ftrfuade yon to conUiU 
not my letter* 



•— - your wedding day. 
Bid your friends welcome, (hew a nif rry cheer) 
Since yon avcdear bougbt| I will love you dear. 
J^ut let me hear^ &c. 
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Por* O love ! difpatch all bufinefs, and be ^<^\q, 
Bajf. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

1 will make hallc ; but till 1 come again, 
\o bed (hall e'er be gu3ty i:^ my flay ; 

No reft be interpofer 'twiict us twain. \Exeuni* 

SCENE IV. Chaises to afireet in Venice. 

Enter Shyloch^ Solanno^ Anthotuo^ and the Goaler* 

Shy, Goaler, look to him : teU not me of m^rcy. 
rhis is tbe fool that lent out money gratis, 
[>o^er, look to him. 

Jlnt. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. 1*11 have my bond; fpeak not agamft my bead : 
I've fworn an oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou caUMft me dog before thou hadft a caufe; 
But fincc I am a dog, beware my £ang8 : 
The Duke (baU grant me juflice. I do wonder. 
Thou naughty goaler, that thou art (b fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeft. 

Aat, I pray thee, hear me fpeak. 

Shy. rilhave my bond ; I will not hear thee fpeak: 
1*11 have my bond ; and therefore fpeak no more; 
111 not be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool. 
To (hake the head, relent, and iigh, and .yield 
To Chriftian interccfTors. Follow not ; 
ril have no fpcaking ; 1 will have my bond. 

lExU ShylocL 

Sola. It is the moft impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men. 

jfat. Let him alone, 
I'll follow him no more with bootlefs pray'rs: 
He fecks my life; his realbn well 1 know; 
I oft delivered from his forfeitures 
Many, that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sb^j. 1 am fure the Duke 
Win n^er grant this forfeiture to hold. 
_ Ant» The Duke cannot deny the courle of law; 
For the commodity that ftrangers have 
With ifi in Venice, if it be deny'd, 
W3I fluich impeach the juftice of the iiate ; 
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Since that the trade and profit of the city 

Confifteth of all nations. Therefore go, 

Thefe griefs and loffes have fo 'bated me. 

That I fhall hardly fpare a pound of flefh 

To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

Well, goaler, on; pray God, BafTanio come 

To fee rae pay his debt, and then I care not ! [ISxeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to Belmont, 

Enter Portia^ Ner'iffj, Lorenzoy j[<Jica^ and Balthazar, 

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your prefeace,. 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of God-like amity ; which appears moll ftrongly 
In beanng thus the abfence of your Lord, 
But if you knew to whom you fbew this honour,. 
How true a gentleman you fend relief to. 
How dear a lover of my Lord your hufband ; 
1 know you would be prouder of the work, 
Than cuilomary bounty can inforce you. 
Por, 1 never did repent of doing go©d. 
And fhall not now ;r. for in companions 
That do converfe and wafte the time together, *■ 
Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muft needs be ahke proportion 
Of lineaments of manners, and of fpirit : 
Which makes me think, that this Anthonio, 
Being the bofom-lover of my Lord, 
Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
How little is the coft I have beftowed, 
In purchafing the femblance of my foul 
From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty ? 
This conies too near the praifmg of myfelf ; 
Therefore, no more of it : hear other things. 
Lorenzo, 1 commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my houfe. 
Until my Lord's return. For mine own part, 
I have toward heaven breath'd a fecret vow. 
To liv^.ia prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Neriffa here, 
Until her hu /band and my Lord's xe\.urcv. 
Inhere is a monaftery two iniLcs oS, 



THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Ilf 

•e we will abide. I do delire you, 

eny this impofition : 

:h my love and fomc necefiity 

J upon me. 

Vladam, with all ipy heart ; 

►ey you in all fair commands. 

Vly people do already know my mkid^ 

acknowledge you and Jeffioa 

of Lord BafTanio and m^'ielf. 

3U well till we fhall meet again. 

r'air thoughts and happy hours attend on you ! 

wifh yo«r Ladyfhip all heart's content. 
'. thank you for your wifh, and aip well pleafed 
t back on you : fare you well, Jeflica, 

[^Exeunt Jeffica and LoremMm 
Ithazar, 

e ever found thee honeft,' true, 
: find thee Hill: take this fame letter, 
thou all th' endeavour of a man, 
to Padua^ fee thou render this 
coufm's hand, Dcdor Bellario; 
L what notes and garments he doth give theci 
:m, I pray thee, with imagin'd fpeed 

Traje6k, to the common ferry 
ades to Venice: wafte no time in words, 
hec gone ; I fliall be there before thee, 
ladam, I go with all convenient fpeed. \^Exti. 
ilome oc, Neriffa; 1 have work iti hand, 

yet know not of: w^'U fee our hufbaiids, 
ey think of us. 
•hall they fee us ? 

?hey fhall, Nerifla; but in fudb a habit, 
J fhall think we are accompliflied 
It we lack. I'll hold thee any wager, 

are both apparelPd like young men, 

the prettier fellow of the^two, 

* my dagger with the braver grace ; 

ak between the change of man and boy, 

reed voice ; and turn two mincing fteps 

lanly iftride ; and fpeak of frays, 

inc bragging youth ; and tell quaint Kes, 

tnourablc ladies fought my love. 
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« Which I denying, they fell fick, and dy'd ; 

♦ I could not do with all: then I'll repent, 

« And wifh, for all that, that I had not kiU'd them*- 
< And twenty of thefe puny lies I'll tell; 

♦ That men fhall fwear I've difcontinued fchool 

♦ Above a twelvemonth.' I have in my mind 
A thoufand raw tricks^ of thefe bragging jacks,. 
Which I will pradife. 

Ner, Shall we turn to men? 

Por. Fie, what a queflion's that ? 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter! 
But come, Pll tell thee all my whole devicc 
When 1 am in my coach, which ilays for us 
At the park-gate ; and therefore hafte away, 
For we mufl m^afure twenty miles to-day. [^ExcuitCr 

SCENE VI. Enter Launcelot artd Jejka. 

Laun. Yes, truly: for look you, the fins of the fa- 
ther are. to be laid upon the children; therefore I pro- 
mife you, I fear you. I was always plain with youp 
and fo now I fpeak my agitation of the matter: there- 
fore be of good cheer; foi truly I think you are 
damn'd. There is but one hope in it that can do yott- 
any good, and that is but a kind of baftard hope neJ** 
then 

jfef. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that yourfathef 
got you not, that you are not the Jew's daughter. 

^t-/I That were a kind of baltard hope indeed^ fo 
the fins of my mother fhould be vifited upon me. 

Lattru Truly, then, I fear you are damn'd both by 
father and mother. I'hus, when you (hun Scylla your' 
father, you lall into Chaiybdis your mother: well, you 
are gone both ways. 

J'f, I fliall be faved by my hufband ; he hath made- 
me a Chriftian* 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he. We were Chri- 
ftians enougli before, e'en as many as could well live onr 
by another, l^'his making of Chriftianswill ratfe the 
price of hogs ; if we grow all to be pork-eaters, we, (hall 
not fhortly have a i-alher on the coals for money. 

Enict 
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Enter Lorenzo, 

fl tell my hufband, Lauiicelot, what you fay- 
)me8. 
(hall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launcelot, 
IS get my wife into corners. 
ay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; Launce- 
are out-; he tells me flatly there is no mercy 
heaven, becaufe I am a Jew's daughter; and 
you are no good member of the common- 
er, in converting Jews to Chriflians, you raife 
of pork. 

ihall anfwer that better to the commonwealth, 
can the getting up of the negro's belly : the 
vith child by you, Launcelot. 
It is much that the Moor fliould be more thao 
>ut if fhe be lefs than an honeft vyroman, fhe is 
rf than I took hei for. 

rJow every fool can play upon the world! I 
I bell grace of wit will fhortly turn into filence, 
3urfe grow commendable in none but parrots, 
rrah, bid them prepare for dinner. 
That is done, Sir ; they have all ftomachs. 
]>ood Lord, what a wit-fnapper are you ! then 
prepare dinner. 

That is done too. Sir; only cover is the word, 
Win you cover then, Sif? 
Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my duty, 
ifet more quarrelling with occalion ! wilt thou 
whole wealth of thy wit in an inflant ? 1 pray 
lerftand a plain man in his plain meaning. Go 
ellows, bid them cover the table, ferve in the 
i we will come in to dinner. 
For the table. Sir, it (hall be fcrv'd in^ for 
, Sir, it fliall be covered; for your coming in 
r, Sir, why, let it be as humours and conceits 
em. \_ExU Laun. 

Q dear difcretion, how his words are fuited ! 
A hath planted in liis memory 
ly of good words ; and I do know 
y fools that flaad in better place, 
I'd like him, that for a tiickfy wtrd 
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« Defy the matter.' How far*ft thou, Jeflica? 
And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion. 
How dofl tTiou like the Lord Baffanio's wife? 

^ef. Pall all exprcfling: it is vefy meet 
The Lord BafTanio live an upright life. 
For, having fuch a blelHiig in his Lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth t 
And if on earth he do not merit it, 
In reafon he fhould never come to heav'n. 
Why, if two gods fhould play fome heav'nly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there muft be fomething eHe 
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even fuch a hufband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife. 

yff, Nay, but afl< my opinion too of that. 

I.or. I will anon: firft, let us go to dinner. 

yef. Nay, let me piaife you while I have a ftomach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it ferve for table-talk ; 
Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, 'mong other things, 
i fhall digefl it. 

Jef, Well, m fct you forth. lExeunt. 

ACT IV. SCENE L 

ThefenaieJjoufe in Venice. 

Enter the Dukcy the Senators; Anthonioy Baffanio^ and Gra* 
tiano, at the bar* 

'Duke. W HAT,is Anthoniohere? 

j^ht. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace. » 

Duke, I am fony for thee; thou art come to anfwer 
A ftoiiy adverfary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty - 
From any -dram of mercy. 

j4nt. I have heard, 
Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify 
His rig'rous courfe; but fince he ilands obdurate. 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his Envy's reach, 1 do oppofe 
My patience to his fury; and am aim'd 
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ith a quietnefs of fpirity 
ranay and rage of his. 

one* and call the Jew into the eoort. 

i ready at the door: he comesy my Lord. 

Enter Shyloci. 

ake room, and let him (land befertf our face, 
e world thiiiksy and I think fo too» 
3ut lead'ft this fa/hkm of thy malice 
lour of a^ ; and then 'tis thought, 
.V thy mercy and remorfe more ftraitge, 

ftrange apparent crueky. 

thou now esadl'ft the pendty, 
pound of this poor merchant's MeA^ 
K3t only lofe,thc fbrfeitiuv, 
d with hunmn gentlenefs and love, 
oiety of the principal ; 

1 eye of pity on his loifes^ 

ii late ib huddled on his back, 

prefs a royal merchant down; 

commiferation of his ftate 

' bofoms, and rough hearts of .flint; 

)rn Turks and Tartars,^ never trained 

f tender courtefy. 

iA a gentle anfwer, Jew. 

ive poffefs'd your Grace of what I purpofb: 

holy Sabbath hare I fwom, 

due and forfeit of my bond. 
• it, let the danger light 
charter, and your city's freedom I 
ne, why I rather chufe to have 
f carrion fielh, t"han to receive 
fand ducats'f I'll now anfwer that, 
tis riiy hiunouf ; is it anfwer'd ? 
houfe be troubled with a rat, 
leas'd to give ten thou fand ducats 
)aned I What, are you anfwer'd yet ? 
here are love not a gaping pg; 
fe mad if they behold a cat; 
> when the bag-pipe lings i' tli' nofe, 
:3iA their urine for affection *. 

, L Matters 

7bat is, they arc fo affe^acd.with it. 
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Madem of paifion fway it to the mood 

Of what !t likesy or loaths. Now, for your aqiwcr. 

A« there 18 no firm reafon to be rendered. 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

"Why he, a harmlefs neceffary cat ; 

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe; but of force 

'Miiii yield to fuch inevitable ihame. 

As to offend, imnfelfbtiiag offended: 

So can I give no reafon, nor I will not. 

More than a Ipdg'd ht^e and a certain loathing 

I bear j/\^lhoi|ip, that I follow thus 

A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwer'd ? 

Bajf. This is no anfvver, l^ou unfeeling man, 
'T' excufe the cunxnt o^ thy cruelty. 

Shy, I am not bound to plcafe thee with my anrwec 

Baff, Do all men kill the thing they do not love ? 

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kiH? 

Bajf. ^y^ry offence is not a .hate at firft. 

iSM. WhaC ijrould'ft thou have a ferpent fting thee 
.twice^ 

yittt. I pray you, think, you queRion with a Jew, 
*you may as well go Hand upon the i)each. 
And bid the main ik>od 'bate his ufual height. 
Tou may as well ufe queftion with the wolf. 
Why he hath made the ,e.iy.e bleat for the lamb. 
You .may a^ vejl forbid the moui^tain-pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make a notfe. 
When they are iretted with the guiis of heay'a. 
You may as well do any thing moft hard. 
As feek to fbften ^hat, >(than which what's harder?) 
His Jewifli heart. Therefoi;e, I do befeech you. 
Make no more offers, ufe no fartjiier means ; 
But with all bri^f ^nd plain conyemencv 
^t ipe have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

B^. For thy three thoufand d«cats hctc i» fix. 

Shy. If ev'ry ducat in fix thoufand ducats 
Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat, 
X would' not dra,w them ; I would have my "bond. 

Duke* How fhalt thou hope for mercy, rendering BOBf • 

Shy^ What judgment fhall I dread, doing no wrong} 
You have among you many a purchased ftave, 
^JiiVJich, like your affes, and your do^, and mules, 

Yob 
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You ufe in abjed and in flavifli part, f 

Becaufe you bought them. Shall I fay to you; 
Let theni be free; marry them to your heit-s; 
Why fweat th«y Under burdens? let their beda 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates 
Be feafon'd with fiich viands: you will anfwcr, 
The (laves are ours. So do I anf^er you. 
The pound of flefh which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought; 'tis mine, and I will have it. 
llyou d^ny me, fie upon your law I 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice, 
riland for judgment; anfwer; fhall 1 have it? 

Duie* Upon my pow'r 1 may difmifii this court yr 
&nlefs Belmio, a learned Do dor, 
Whom I have fent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 

Sal. My Lordj here flays without, 
A meffcnger with letters from the Do&or, 
New come from Padua. 

jyiike. Bring us the letter^, call the mefl&nger. 

Bqffl Good cheer, Anthonio ; what, man, courage ytty 
The Jew (hall have my fi«(&, bloody bones, and ally 
Ere thou (Salt lofe for me one drop ofMood. 

Ani. 1 am a tainted wether of thi flock^ 
Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit' 
Bropft eariieft to the ground, and fo let me; 
Y<Ju cannot better be employed, BafTanio, 
Than to live ftill, and write mine epitaph. 

SCENE ir.. 

Snier iTertJfa^ . drejs*d like a lanvyer^s clerl. 

J^ke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario? 

Ner. From both, my Lord. Bellario greets your Gracfer 

Baffl Why doll thou whet thy knife fo cameftlf;? 
[The Jetv 'whetting, his knife on the fole of hu Jboe,'} 

Shy* To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there. 

Gra* Not on thy fole, but on thy fouU harfh Jew, 
Tfcoumak' ft thy knife keen; for no metal can, 
No» iiotthe l^angman's ax, bear half the keennefs 
Of %J (harp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ?^ 



t%4 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. AA IV. 

Sfy. No, |nonc thftthon haft wit enough to make. 

Gra. O be thou damn'd» iacxoraUc d^, 
A nd for thy life let juftice be accui'd ! 
Thou abnoft mak'ft mc waver in my faith. 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That fouls of animals infufe themfelves 
Into the trunks of men. Thy currifli fpint 
Govem'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human flaughter, 
Ev'n from the gallows did his fell foul fleet, 
And , whild thou lay'ft in thy unhalbw'd dam, 
Infus'd itfelf in thee : for thy defires 
Are wolfifh, bloody, ftarv'd, and raYen<)us 

Siy. Till thou canft rail the feal from off my bond. 
Thou but offend'fl thy lungs to fpcak fo loud. 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureldfs ruin. 1 ftand here for law. 

Duh, This letter from Bcllario doth comlRcnd ■ 
A young and learned do^r to t>ur court. 
Where is he? 

Ner. He attcndeth here hard by 
To know your^ifwer, whether you'll admit him. 

Duie. With all my heart, ^omt three or four of you 
Go give mm cotifteouB <!ond«i>d to this place." 
Mean time the coutt fhall hear Belbrk>'« letter. 

ITOUR GraetfittHl m/hrfiand, thai, (U the receipi f^your 
letter^ I am mtry ftck: hui 4U the infiant th^ /mt 
mejfenger came^ in lo^ng vifitat'ton tvas with tne (t y9mg 
DoSor of Rome^ his name is Balthafar^ I acquainted him 
with the caufe in controverfy hetween the Je^iv and An» 
thomo thp merchant. We turned o*er many books together: 
be is fumifhed nvith my apinion^ which ^ it:ittercd'^with ^^'^ 
own learnings (the great nefs whereof 1 cannot enough com- 
mend, J comet with him at my import unity, tv Jul vp your 
Qract^e reque/i in myjiead. I htfeech yfni^ l^ his iad of 
years Jtr no mpedimmt, to la him lack a reverend ejUma* 
tion; fefr I never knew fo yvung a body with fo oM a head, 
I lean>e him to yomr gracious acceptance ^ whofe trial Jhali 
hettet fuhifli his afrnmeadation. 

Enter Portia^ drefs^d Me a BoQor (f Laws. 

Duie. You hear the leam'd Beliario, what he wrftca, 

Aad: 
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And here, I take it, is the Doftor come. 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario? 
For. 1 did, my Lord. 
Duke, You're welcome ; take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this prefent queftion in the couii;^? 
For. 1 am informed throughly of the cafe. 
liVhich is the merchant here? and which the Jew? 
Duke, Anthonio and old Shylock, both (land forthv 
For* Is your nameShylocki 
Shy, Shylock is my name 
For. Of a ft range nature is- the fuit you follow ; 
Yet in ' fuch rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You ftand Within his danger; do you not-? [^Tio j^n^J^* 
Ant, Ay, fo he fays. 
For, Do you confefs'the bond? 
jint:- I doi 

For, Thenmaft the Jew be merciful.' ' 

Shy, On what compulfion muft I? tellmethati 
For, • The quality of mercy is- not ftrain'd ; 
•"It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heav*n 
[ • Upon the place beneath. It is twice blefe'd ; 
I « It bleffeth him that gives^ and him that takes. 
[ •'^is mightieft in themightieft; it becomes 
I * Tlie throned monarch better than his crown:' 
\ * Hb fceptre (hews the force of temporal pow'r, 
\ •- The attribute to awe and majefty,- 
[ • Wherein tloth fit the dread and fear of king? j, 
j ''But mercy i« above this fcepter'd fway, 
[ • It is enthroned in the hearts of kings; 
I * It is an attribute to God himfelf'; 

• And earthly power doth then (hew likeft God's, 

• When-mcrcy feafons juftice.' Therefore, Jew, 
Tho^ juiHce be thy plea, confider this, 

That in the courfe of juftice none of us 

Shoidd fee falvation. We do pray for mercy; 
E And that fame pray'r doth teach us all to render 
! ^lie^^cds of mercy. I have fpoke thu^much 

Te fidi^igate the juftice of thy plea ; 

Whid^ tf thou follow, this llridt cotnt of Venice 
f Iftft^Heeds give fenteuce 'gainft the merchant there. 
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Shy, My deeds upon my bead! i cra^ the kwy 
The penalty and fbcfek df my bond. 

Pon Is he not able to difcharge the money ? 

Ba^, Yes, here I tender it for him in the court. 
Yea, twice the fum ; if that will not fu^e, 
I will be botqifd to pay it ten times oVr, 
On forfeit of myihandsy my head, my heart. 
If this Will not fuffice, it mud appear 
Thstt maHce bears down truth. And I ibe(eech yoit» 
Wreft once the law to yoitr authority. 
To do a great right, do a little wrong; 
And cmh this cruel devil of his :wilL 

Por, Itmuft not be; there is nopow'rin Venice 
Can altar a decree ieflafah'fiied. 
'Twill be recordedfora precedent : 
And many an error, by the fame example, 
Will rufli into the ftate. It cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel c. me to judgment! yea, a Daniel/ 
O wife young judge, ;haw do I honour thee! 

Por. I :pray you, let me look luponthe bond. 

Shy, Her«»'tis, :Moft Hev'rend Doftor, here it lu 

Pon Shylock,there'« thrice thy money -oflref''d thee. 

Shy. An oath,ian oath, — II have an.oath.in heav'a. 
Shall I lay peijury upon my foul? 
No, not for Venice. 

Por, Why, this bond is forfeit; 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flefh, to be by him cut oS 
Neareil themerchant's heart. Be merciful. 
Take thrice thy money, hid me tear the bond* 

Shy. When it is paid acconiing ta the tenor. 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
You^now the law. ; your expofitx>n 
Hath been moft found. I charge you by the hwr, • 
Whereof you are a, well-deferving pillar. 
Proceed to judgment. By my fpul 1 fwear^ 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. I ftay here on my bond. 

jfnt. Moft heartily I do befcech the court 
To ^yc the judgment. 

Por. Why, then thus it is ; 
You mult prepare your bofom for his^km'fe. 
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. O noble jiidgic! O excellent young man ! 
". For the intent ^nd purpofe of the law 
full F^tioQ to the penakyy 
1 here appeareth due upon the bond. 
. 'Tis very true. O wife and upright judge, 
much more elder jart thou th^n thy Iqpks 1 
'. Therefore lay bare your bpfom. 
. Ay,hi6 brealli 

s the bond; doth it not^ noble judge? 
I his heart, thofe are the very words. 
. It 18 f(j. Are there fcales to weigh the flefli ? 
. I have them ready. 

'. Have by fome furgeon, Shylock, on your charge, 
»p his wounds, left he (hould bleed to death. 
. is it fo .nominated in the bund? 
'. It is not foexprefs'd; but wh^t of that? 
e good, you do fo much for charity, 
. I cannot find it; 'tis not in the bond. 
•. Conve, inerchant, have you any thing to fay ? 
. But little. I am arm 'd, and well prepared. 
lie your liand^ Baflanio, fare you well! 
*. not that I am faU'n to this for you : 
herein fortune (liews hf rfelf more kind, 
m is her cnflonv. It is ft ill her ufe, 
let the wr/Ctched man outlive his wealth, 
view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow^ 
age of poverty:*' from which hng'ring penance 
:h a mifery doth ftie cut me off* 
lend me to your honourable wife ; 
er the procefs of Anthonio's end : 
lOW I lov'd you ; fpeak nie fair in death ; 
vhen |he tale is told, bid her be judge, 
ber 'Baflam'o had not once a love, 
it apt yqu that you Ihall lofe your friend ; 
le repents not that he pays your debt: 
the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
y it inftantly with all my heart. 
f. Anthonio, I am married to a wife, 
1 is as dear- to me as life itfelf ; 
fe itfelf, my wife, and all the world, 
?t with mc clieem'd above thy Ufe. 
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1 would lufe all; ay, facrifice tHem all 
licrc to this devil, to deb'vcr you* 

Pot\ Your wife would give you little thanks for that,^. 
If fhe were by to hear you make the" offer. 

Gr(u I have a wife, whom, 1 proteft, I love; 
I would fhe were inheav'n, fa fhe could 
Intreat fome pow'r to change this currifli Jew. 

Ner. *Tis well you offer it behind her back;. 
The wifh would make elfe an unquiet houfe. 

Shy, Thefe be the Chriilian hufbands. I ?ve a daughter ;- 
Would any of the ftock of Barrabas 
Had been her hufband, rather than a Chrifllan P [y^^.- 
We trifle time : I pray thee, purfue fentence. 

Por, A pound of that fame merchant's flefh is thine j 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy. Moft rightful judge? 

pQr\ And you muft cut this Itefh from off his breaft;: 
The law aUows it, and the court awards it* 

Sly. Mod learned judge ! a fentence : come, preparCr- 
Por. Tarry a little, th«re is fomething elfe. 
Yhis bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; 
The words exprefsly are, a pound of flefh. 
Then take tliy bond, take thou thy pound of flefh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dofl fhed 
One drop of Chriilian blood, thy lands and ^oods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confifcate 
Unto the ftate of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge! marl^Jew; O learned judge f 
. -^. Is that the law? 

Por. Thyfelf (halt fee the aft : 
Vox as thou urged juilioe, be affur'd. 
Thou (halt have juitice, more than thou defir'ff. 

Gra. O learned judge! mark, Jew; aleamed judge] - 
Shy. 1 take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Chriftian go. 
Bqff. Here is the money. 

Por. The Jew (hall have all jufljce; foft! no haftc;:. 
He (hall have nothing but the penalty. 

Grfi. O Jew ! a|i upright judge, a learned judge! 
Por, Therefore prepare tliee to cut off the fle(h; 
Shed thou no blood, nor c\xt XkouX^fe^ tvqt xs\at^^ 



E^ 
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3: a pound of fiefh i if thou tak'ft more 

than a juft pounds be*t but fo fnuch 
ics it light or heavy la the fubilanoe» 

divificn of the twentieth part 

poor fcrupk ; nay, if the fcale turn ^ 

the cftimation of a hair, 
dieft, and all thy goods a^ coniifcate. 
. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, j€w ! 
nfidel, I have thee on the hip. 
Why doth the Jew paufe? take the foiiuturc. 

Give me my principal, and let me go. 

I 1 have it ready tor thee; here it is. .r. 
He hath refus'd it in the open court; 

II have merely juftice, and his bond. 

, A Daniel, itiU fay I; a fecond Daniel ! 
: thee, Jevr, for teaching me that word.- 

Shall i not barely liave my principal? 

Thou fhalt have nothing but the forfeiture^ ^ 
fo taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Why, then the devil give hiro good of it I 
f no longer queftion. 

Tarry, Jew. ^ 

^ hath yet another hold 6ft you* 
adied in the laws ^oi Venice^ 

prov'd agaiaft an alien, 
>y direft or indired^ attempt^ 
ks tbe life o£ any citizen 
irty 'gainft the which he doth contrive, 
:ize on half his goods ; the other half 
to the privy coffer of the Hate; 
le offender's U% lies in the mercy 

Duke only, 'gaiaft all other voice. 
:h predicament, I fay, thou ftand'R. 
appears by manifeft proceeding, 
td«-e^y, and diredly too, 
iaft contriv'd againlt the very life 
defendant; and thou hall incurred 
iMjCr formally by nae rchears'd. 

tiberiefore, aiid beg mercy of the Duke. 

. j^, that thou may 'ft have leave to hang thyfelf > 
i thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate, 
girHQt left the v4iie of a CQid; 
^/:. Therefore 



T30 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. AAl^ 

Therefore thou muft be hang'd at the ftatc's charge. 

Duie. That thou may'ft fee the dift*'rence of ourfgin^ 
I pardon thee- thy life before thou aik it. 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthom'o*sT 
The other half comes to the genci-al ftate,- 
Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine. 

For. Ay, for the ftat«; not for Anthomo. 

Shy, Nay, take my life and aU: pardon not thaf. . 
You take my houfe, when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftain my houfe ; you take my life> 
When you do take the means whereby I hVe. 

Por, What mercy can you render him, Anthonio.^ 

Gra, A halter gratis; nothing elfe, for God'« fak& J 

jint. So pleafe my Lord the Duke, and all the covxfSj^ 
To quit the fine, for one half of his goods j 
I am content; fo he vfill let me have 
The other half in ufe, to render it 
Upon his death unto the gentleman- 
That lately ftole his dau^ter* 
Two things-provided- more, that for this faroui^' 
He prefently become a Chriftkn ; 
The other,. that. he do record a gift- 
Here in the court> of all be dies poffcfs'd; 
Unto his fon Lorenzo and his daughter. 

Dake. He (hall do this, or elfe 1 do recant 
The pardon that. I lifte pronounced here. ^ . j 

Pon Art thou contented, Jew? what doft thou fayM 

S/jy, I am contents 

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy, I pray you give me leave to go from liience;- 
Tarn riot v^^elh; fend the deed after #e,- 
And 1 will fign it. 

Diike, Get thee gone, but do iti 

Gra, Irr chriil'ning thou (halt have two godfathers; 
Had 1 been judge, thou ihould*ft have had ten nwrc, 
Tobriiig thee to. the gallows, hot the font; , 

lExU Shyfocli^ 

Duke. Sir, I intreat you home with me to dinner. {^ 

Por, I humbly do defire your. Grace of pardon ; , 
1 mutt away this night to Padua, 
And, it is meet I prefently fet forth. '-% 

Duke, I'm forry that your leifuie ferves younot;* f 

Antfao»i| 
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Anthonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

for in my mind you are much bound to him. 

'[^jEmU Duke and his traifu 

SCENE III. 

Bajf, Moft worthy gentleman! I and my friend 
Hav^ by your wifdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 
Three thoufand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
iVe freely cope your courteous pains withal. 
^nt. And ftand indebted, over and above;, 
n love and fervice to you e\'erroore. 

Por, He is well paid that is Avell fatisfy'd^ 
Vnd I, delivering you, am fatiofyM, 
^nd therein do account ^yfelf well paid; 
•ly mind was never yet more inercenary. 
pray you, know /me, wiien we meet again; 
wrfh you well, and fo I take my leave. 

Ba/f, Dear Sir, of ferce I miift attempt you further, 
r*ake fome remembrance of us, for a tribute, 
*J^Gt as a fee: grant me two things, 1 pray you, 
^ot to -deny 'me, -and to pardon me. 

Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
iive me your gloves, PU wear 'em for your fake; 
\nd, for your iove, I'll take this rmg from you- 
^o not drawijack your hand, Til take no more ; 
\nd you in love fhall not deny me this. 

BaJf, This ring, good Sir, alas, it is a trifle ; 
^ will not (hame my^f to give you this. 

Por, 1 will have nothing elfe but only thjs^ 
^d now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 

Ba/f. There's more depends on this, than on the value, 
rhe deareil ring in Venice will I give you. 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por. I fee, Sir, you are liberal in offers ; 
Vou taught me firft to beg ; and now, methinks, 
you teach me how a beggar (hould be anfwer'd. 

Bq/f. Good Sir, this ring was giv'n me by my wife; 
And when (he put it on, fhe madfe me vqw, 
That I (hould neither feU, nor gi\t^ uor \o{t \t. 
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Por, That 'fciifc ferves many men ta favc their gifts; 
And if your wife he ivot a mad woman. 
And kaow how well I have dcferv'd the ring, 
She would not hold out enmity for ever, 
For giving it to nle. Well, peace be with you ! 

[^Exit ivith Nerifa, 

Ant. My Lord BafTanio, let him have the ring. 
I^et his dcfervings, and my love withal, 
Be valu'd 'gainft your wife's commandment. 

Bajf, Go, Gratiano, nin and overtake him. 
Give him the ring; and bring him, if tiiou can*ft. 
Unto Anthonio's houfe: away, make halle. \^Exlt Gra. 
Come, you and I will thithf r prefently ; 
And in the rnoming early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio. [^Exeunt. 

Re-^nter Portia with Neri/fa, 

Por, Inquire the Jew's houfe out, give him this deed^ 
And let him fign it ; we'll away to-night. 
And be a day before our hufbands home: 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo, - 

Enter Gratiano, 

Gra, Fair Sir, you are well o*erta*cn : 
My Lord Baffanio, updh more advice, 
Hath fent you here this nng, and doth intrcat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por, That cannot be. 
This ring I do accept moft thankfully. 
And fo, I pray you, tell him ; furthermore, 
I pray you, fhew my youth old Shy lock's houfe. 

Gra. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you. '^ 

I'll fee if I can get my hufbarid's ring: ^ [TV Pwf. 
Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever. 

Por. Thou may'ft, I warrant. We (hall have old 
That they did give the rings away to men ; [fwearing, 
But we'll out-face them, and out-fwear them too: 
Away, make hafte, thou know'ft where I will tarry. 

Ner. Comt^ good Sir, will you (hew me to this houfe?* 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
mont. A grove or green plact before Portions houfe, 
Enter Lorenzo and JeJJicei* 

)r. JL HE moon fhines bright: in iuch a nigb^ 

as thisy 
n the fweet wind did geody kifs the trees, 
they did make no noifc ; in fuch a night 
lusy methinks, mounted the Trojan wall ; 
figh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents, 
re Creffid lay that night. 
ff. In fuclr a night 
Thifbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew ; 
few the lion's fhadow ere himfelf, 
ran difmay'd away. 
or. In fuch a night 
id Dido with a willow in her hand 
n the wild fea banks, and wav'd her love 
2ome again to Carthage. 
ef. In fuch a night 
ea gather'd the inchanted herbs, 
t did renew old .£fon. 
or. In fuch a night 
Jeffica ileal from the wealthy Jew, 
[ with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
ar as Belmont. 
■ef. And in fuch a night 
young Lorenzo fwear he lov'd her well ; 
ling her foul with many vow» of faith, 
[ ne'er a true one. 
or. And in fuch a night 
pretty Jcffica, (like a little flircw,) 
der her love, and he forgave it her. 
'ef. I would out-night you, did no body come : 
hark, I hear the footing of a man. 

Enier Stephana, 
or. Who comes fo faft in iilence of the night? 
fef. A friend. 

or. What fiiend? Your name, I pray you, friend? 
fef, Stephano is my name, and I bring word, 
nii^efs will before the break of day 
%. II. . M B^ 

%^*-- 
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Be here at Belmont : (he doth ilray about 
'By holy crofTes, where (he kneels, anjl prays, 
For happy wedlock hours. 

/.or. Who comes with her? 

Mcf, None but a holy hermit and her maid, 
I pray you, is my mafter yet returned ? 

Lor, He is not, nor have we yet heard from him. 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jefilca, 
And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the millref? of the houfe. 

Enter Launcelot* 

Laun. Sola, fola, wo hci) ho, fola, fola ! 

Lor, Who calls? 

Laun. Sola ! did you fee Mailer Lorenzo and Mlftr 
Lorenzo? fola, fola! [^a 

Lor, Leave hollowing, man : here. 

Latin, Sola! where? where? 

Lor, Here. 

Laun, T<^ him, there's a pofl come from my maf 
with his horn full of good news. My mafter will be h< 
jcre morning. 

Lor, Sweet love, let's in, and there expe6l their comii 
And yet no matter: why fliould we go in ? 
My friend Stephano, fignify, I pray yoii, 
Within the houfe, your miftrefs is at hand ; \_Ex.tl Siepha 
And bring your mufic forth into the air. 

* How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank ! 

* Here wjU we fit, and let the founds of mufic 

* Creep in our eais ; foft iUUnefs, and the night 

* Become the touches of fweet harmony. 

* Sit, Jeflica : look how the floor of heav'n 

* Is thick inlay'd with patens of bright gold; 

* There's not the fmalleft orb which thou behold'fl, ' 

* But in his motion like an angel fings, 

* Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims j 
f Such harmony is in immortal founds ! 

* But whilft this muddy vefture of decay 

* Doth grofsly clofe us in, we cannot hear it.* 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With fweeteft touches pierce your miftrefs' ear, 
^nd draw her home with mufic. 

jfef, I'm never merry when 1 hear fweet mufic. [ Mi 



k.t. TfifE M£RCH ANT OF VENICE. fjj 

l<or. * "Me reafon is, your fpints are attentive ; 
' For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
. ' Or rac^5f youthful and unhandled colts, 

* Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
'(Which is the hot condition of their blood,)* 

* If they perchance but hear a trumpet found, 

* Or any aif of mufic touch their ears, 

* You fhall perceive them make a mutual (land ; 

* Their favage eyes turti'd to a modeft gaze, 

* By the fweet power of mufic. Therefore the poet 

' Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods f 
' Since nought fo ftockifh, hard, and full of rage, 

* But mufic for the time doth change his nature. 
*The man that hath no mufic in himfelf, 

* Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet founds, 

* 18 fit for treafons, (Iratagcms, and fpoils; 

* The motions of his fpirit ai'e dull as nighty 

* And his ajBTeiftions dark as Erebus: 

* Let no fuch man be truilcd---Mark the ftiufic* 

Enter Portia and Nertjfa. 

Por. Thaf light we fee, h burning in my hall : ♦ 
How far that little candle throws his beams! 
So fhiries a good deed in a nUughty world. 

Ner. When the moon fhone, we did not fee the candle. 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs ; 
A fubftitute fhines brightly as a King, 
Until a King be by ; and then his ftate 
Empties itfelf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Mufic, hark! [^Mu/ic. 

Ner. It is the mufie, Madam, 'of your houfe. 

Por, Nothing is good, I fee, without refpe6l : 
Methinks it founds much fweeter than by day. 

Net, Silence bcftows the virtue on it. Madam. 

Por. The crow doth fmg as fweetly as the lark, 
Wlien neither is attended; and, I think 
The m'ghtingale, if fhe fhould fing by day. 
When every goofe is cackling, would be thought 
No bett^ s^ufician than the wren. 
How BWjr^ixigs by feafon feafbn'd are 
To theiilpgnl praife, and true perfe6^ion? 
Peace I how the moon fleepsVith Endymion, 
jSn^ would not be awak'dt [^Mu/ic ceafes. 
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Lor. That is the voice, 
Or I am much decciv'd, of Portia. 

Por. He knows me as the blind man knows the cuekoW) 
fiy the bad voice. 

Lor, Dear Lady, welcome home. 

For, We have been praying for our hufbands heakk^ 
Which fpeed we hope the better for our words. 
Are they rctum'd? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet ; 
But there is come a meffenger before^ 
To fignify their coming. 

Por. Go, Nerifla, 
Give order to my fervants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence ; 
Noryou, Lorewso; Jeffica, nor you. [Trumpet Joundi* 

Lor. Your hufband is at hand) I hear his trumpet: 
We are no tell-tales. Madam, fear you not. 

Por. This m'ght, noethinks, is but the day-light fkk; 
It looks a little paler; 'tis a day. 
Such as the day is when the fun is hid. 

Enter Bqffanioy AtUbomo^ Gratianoy and their folhotm* 

Bajf. We fhould hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in abfence ol the fun. 

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy hufband; 
And never be BafTanio fo from me 5 
But God fort all! You^re welcome home, my Lord. 

Bqff. I thank you. Madam: give welcome to my 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, [friciiil^ 

To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Por. You fliould in all fenfe be much bound to himj 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Jint. No more than I am well acquitted of 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe 5 
It muil appear in other ways than words ; 
Therefore I fcant this breathing eourtefy. 

Gra. By yonder moon I fwear you do me wrong ; 
In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk. [7i Neri§a* 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
Since you do take it^ love, , fo much at heart, 
jPon A quanel, ho, already V vA\^x?^^2tv^ ixi^vsl^I 
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Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring, 
That fhe did ^t me, whofe poefy was, • 
For all the world, like cutlers poetry 
Upon a knife : Love met ond leave me noU 

Ner, What, talk you of the poefy, or the value ? 
You fwore to me, when I did give it you. 
That you would wear it till your hour of death ; 
And that it fhould lie with you in your grave : 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 
You fhould have been refpe6l:ive, and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge's clerk ! but well I know. 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face that had it. 

Gra, He will, an* if he live to be a man. 

Ner, Ay, if a woman live to be a mam 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, a little fcrubbed boy. 

No higher than thyfelf, the judge's clerk ; v 

A prating 1)oy, that begg'd it as a fee: 
1 could not for my heart deny it him. » 

Por, You were to blame, I muft be plain with you, 
To part £b fliehtly with your wife's firft gift; 
A thing ftuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted with faith unto your flefh. 
I gave my love a ring, and made him fwear 
Never to part with it; and here he ftands, 
I dare be fwom for him, he would not leave it. 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world mailers. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You ^yt your wife too unkind a caufe of grief; 
An 'twere to me, I fhould be mad at it. 

Bq/f. Why, I were beft to cut my left hand ofiF, 
And fwear I loft the ring defending it. \Aftde» 

Gra, My Lord BafTanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deferv'd it too ; and then the boy his clerk. 
That took fome pains in writing, he begg'd mine ; 
And neither man nor mafter would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por* What ring gave you, my Lord ? 
Not that, 1 hope, which you received of me. 

Bajf. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you fee my*finger 

M 3 ^^fiSL 
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Hath not the riag upon it, it h mnc. 

For. Even fo mM h your fatie heart of trutK. 
By Heaven, I will neVr come in your bed 
Until I fee the ring. 

Nfr. Nor I in yours, 
Till I again fee mine. 

Bqf Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to m^m I gave the ring* 
If you did know for whom I gave the nue« 
And would conceive for what 1 gave the ring, . 
And how unwiHingly 1 left the rii>g. 
When nought would be accepted but the ring. 
You would abate thb flrength of your difplealare. 

For, If you had known the virtue of the ring>^ 
Or half her worthinefs that gave the ring, 
Or yoiu* own honour to retain the ring^ 
You would not then have parted with the ring. . 
What man is there fo much unreafbnaye. 
If you had pleased to have defended it 
With any terms of aeal, wanted the modefly 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony? 
NerifTa teaches me wh^ to believe ; 
I'll die for't, but foroe woman had the rirrg. 

JSqffl No, by mine honour* Madam, by my foul. 
No woman had it, but a civil Do£lor, 
Who did refiile three thoufand ducats of me, 
And begg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him, 
And faffer'd him to go difpleas'd awajy; 
Ev'n he that did uphold tljc very Kfc 
Of my dear friend. What fhould I fey, fwect Lady? 
I was inforc'd to fend it nhcv him ; 
I was befet with fhame and courtefy ; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much befmear it. Pardon me, good Lady ; 
And by thefe bleffed candles of the night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd 
The ring of me to give the we^rthy Doftor. 

For, Let not that Dodor e'er come near my houfe. 
Since he hath eot the jewd that I lov'd. 
And that whidi you did fwear to keep for me: 
I will become as liberal as you ; 
I'll Hot deny him any thing I have. 
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No not my body, nor my bvifband's bed; 

Know him 1 fiiall, I am well fure of, it. 

Xuie not a night from home ; watch me, like Argus^; 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own, 

1*11 have that Do^r for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk ; therefore be weH advis'd^ 
How you do leave me to mine own prote£kion. 

Gra, Well, do you fo ; let me not take him then : 
For if I do, I'll mar the young clcrik*s, pen. 

j^nt. I am th* unhappy ful^eft of thefe quarrels. 

For. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome, notwith^ 
{landing. 

Bf^. Portia, forgive me this inforccd vnrong. 
And in the hearing of thefe many friends, 
I fwearto Uice, «*en by thine own fair eyes. 
Wherein I fee myfelf — 

Por. Mark you but that ! 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf ; 
In each eye, one ; fwear by your double feify 
And there's an oath of credit ! 

Bqffl Nay, but hear me : 
Pardon this fault, and by my Ibul I fwear 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

yint. 1 once did lend my body for hw weal; 
Which but for him that had your hufband's ring, [^To PSw. 
Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again, 
My foul upon the ^rfeit, that your Lord 
Will never more break faith advifedly. 

Por. Then you fliall be his furety ; give him this> 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 
^ jfnt. Here, Lord Baffanio, fwear to keep this ring. 

Bq/f. By heav'n, it is the fame I gave the Do£lor. 

Por, 1 had it of him: pardon me, Baflanio; 
For by this ring the Po6ik>r lay with me. 

Ner, And pardon me, my gentle Grattano, 
For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doctor's clerk, 
In lieu of this, laft night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways 
In fummer, where the ways are fair enough: 
What ! are we cuckolds ere we have deferv'd it ? . 

For. Speak not fo grofsly; you are allamaa'di" 
Merc li akttjsr^ read k at your kifure ^ 
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It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 
There you fhall find, that Portia was the Do£lor ; 
Nerifla there, her clerk. Lorenzo, here. 
Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you, 
And even but now return 'd: I have not yet 
Enter'd my houfc. Anthonio, you are welcome j 
And I have better news in ftore for you, 
Than you expedl: unfeal this letter foonr 
There you (hall find, three of your Argofies 
Are richly come to harbour fuddenly. 
Ydu (ball not know by what llrange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

jint, I am dumb 

Bq/f* Were you the t)o6lor, and I knew you not ? 

Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckoldf 

Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it, 
Unlefs he live until he be a man. 

Baf, Sweet Dodor, you fhall be my bedfellow; 
When I am abfent, then lie with my wife. 

jini. Sweet Lady, you have giv'n me life and living f 
For here I read for certain^ that mf fhips 
Are fafely come to road. 

Por. How now, Lorenzo? 
My clerk hath fome good comforts too for you. 

Ner, Ay, and 1*11 give them him without a fee. 
There do I gt\^ to you and Jeffica, 
From the rich Jew, a fpecial deed of ^h^ 
After his deaths of all he dies poffefs'd of. 

Lor» Fair Ladies, you drop manna in the way ^ 

Of ftarved people. I 

Por. It is almoft morning, 
And yet I'm fure you are not fatisfy'd 
Of thefe events at full. Let us go in. 
And charge us there upon interr*gatoncs. 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo. The firft interrogator}'. 
That my >jerifla (hall be fwom on, is, 
Whether till the next night (he had lather flay, 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day ? 
But were the day come, I fhould wi(h it dark. 
Till I wep^ couching with the Dodlor's clerk. 
Well, wliile I live, i'U fear no other thing 
So fore, as keeping fafe Nerifid's ring. [^Exeunt omnif» 
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ACT I. SCENE r. 



The folate, 
Enter the King, Blron^ Longaville, and Dumaln* 



King. JLj] 



\mg. JL^ ET fame, that all hunt after in their liveff^ 
Live rcgifl*red upon our brazen tombs f ; 
When, fpight of cormorant devouring time, 
Th* endeavour of this prcfent breath may buy 
That honour wbch fhall 'bate his fcythe's keen edge? 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 



• In this play arc to be perceived fcveral ftrokes of ^akefpeare » 
peih but the whole ought by no means to pafe for the worka oi \S* 

\ brazen tontb»; 

And then gmce us in the di/gracc of death ; ' 

Wbeo, fpight of, Sec, 
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Therefore, brave conquerorsl for fo you arc^ 

That war againft your own aifedtions. 

And tht huge army of the world's defires ;* 

Our late edi6l fhall ftrongly Hand in force. 

Navarre (hall be the wonder of the world ;• 

Our court fhall be a little academy. 

Still and contemplative in living arts. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 

Have fwom for three years' term to live with mcy* 

My fellow-fcholars ; and to keep thofc ftatutes,- 

That are recorded in this fchedule here^ 

Your oaths are pafs'd, and now fubfcribe your names Jf 

That his own hand may (trike his honour down, 

That violates the fmalleft branch herein : 

If you are arm'd to do as fworn to do, 

Subfcnbe to your deep oaths, and keep them too, . 

LoHjr, I am refolv'd ; 'tis but a three years' fall; 
The mind fnall banquet tliough the body pine ; 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bit» 
Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 

Dum. My loving Lord, Dumain is mortify'd: 
The grofiefl manner of tbefe world's delights 
He throws upon the gro fa world's bafer flavest 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, 1 pine and die ; 
AVith all thsfe living m phifofophy. 

Biron. I can but fay their proteilation over,- 
So much (dear Liege) 1 have already fworn. 
That is, to live and ftudy here three years. 
But there are other ftridl obfervances : 
As, not to fee a wohian in that term ; 
Which 1 hope well is not inrolled there : 
And one day in a week to touch no food^ 
And but one meal on e\'ery day befide ; 
The v.'iiich I hope is not inrolled there : 
And then to flcep but thi-ee hours in the nighty 
And not be feen to wink of all the day ; 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 
And make a dark night too of half the day;) 
Which I hope well is not inrolled there. 
O, thefe are barren tafks, too hard to keep ; 
Not to fee ladies, lludy, faft, not fleep. 

Kin^. Your oatli is pafs^d to pafs away from thcfc 

jfi 
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Birott. Let me fay. No, my Liege, an' if you pleafe ; 
I only fwore to ftudy with your Grace, 
And ftay here in your court for three years' fpace. 

Long. You fwore to that, Biron, and to the reft. 

Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then I fWore in jeft. 
What is the end of ftudy ? let me know. 

,Ktng. Why, that to know, which elfe we fhould not 

know. 
- B'lron, Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from com- 
mon fenfe. '*' 

King, Ay, that is ftudy's god like recompence, 

Biron. Come on then, I will fwear to ftudy fo, 
*To know the thing I am forbid to know ; 
-^s thus ; to ftudy where [ well may dine, 

When I to feaft exprefsly am forbid ; 
X)r ftudy where to meet fome miftrefs fine. 

When mil! reals from common fenfe are hid; 
Or, having fworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If ftudy's gain be this, and this be fo, 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know: 
^wear me to this, and I will ne'er fay, No. 

King. Thefe be the ftops that In'nder ftudy quite, 
And train our intelledis to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that moft vain, 
Wliich, with pain purchased, doth inherit^ pain ; 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To feek the light of truth ; while tnith the while 
Doth falfely blind the eye-fight of his look : 

Light, feeking light, doth light of Hght beguile; 
So, ere you find where light ii> darknefs lies, 
Your hght grows dark by lofing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed. 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 
Who dazzling fo, that eye ftiall be his heed. 

And give him light, that it was blkided by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious fun, 

That will not be deep-fearch'd vyith fancy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save bafe authority from others' books. 
Thefc earthly godfathers of Leaven's lights 

That^^ivea namctotv^ij fixed ilar, 



} 
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Hare no more profit of their fbining nights. 

Than thofe that walk, and wot not' what they arc. 
«* Too much to know, is to know nought : but feign ; 
♦* And every godfather can give a name.'* 

King, How well he's read, to reafon againft reading! 

Dum. Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding. 

Long, He weeds the com, and* ftifl let's grow tfcc 
weeding. 

Bir^n, The fpring is ne^ when green geefe are a- 
breeding. 

Dum. How foDows that ? 

Biron, Fit in his place and time. 

Dum, In rdafon nothing. 

Blron, Something then in rhyme. 

Long. Biron is like an envious fneaping froft. 
That bites the firft-born infants of the fpring. 

Blron, Well ; fay, I am 5 why (hould proud fummcr 
boaH, 

Before the birds have any caufe to fing ? 
Why (hould I joy in an abortive birth ? 
At Chriilmas 1 no more defire a rofe. 
Than wifh a fnow in May's new-fangled (hows* 
But like of each thing that in feafon grows. 
So you, to ftudy now it is too late, 
Ch'mb o'er the houfe t'unlock the little gate. 

King, Well, lit you out— Go home, Biron : adieu ! 

Biron. No, my good Lord, I've fwom to day with 
you. 
And though I have for barbarifm fpoke more, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can fay; 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have fwore. 

And 'bide the penance of each three years' day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the fame ; ^ 

And to the llridleft decrees I'll write my name. / 

King, How well this yielding refcues thee fromf 
fhamc! -^ 

Blron, Item, That no woman (hall come within a mile 
of my court. * \reaSng* 

Hath this been proclaimed? 

Long, Four days ago. 

Biron. Let's fee the penalty. 
On paiu of fcfing her tongue. "reading* 

, * " Who 
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ITho devisM this penalty ? 
Long. Marry, that did I. 
Biron. Sweet Lord) and why ? 
Long. To fright them hence \s'ith that dread penalty. 
Btron. Adangeious law againil gentility ! 
Item, [^readtng^'] If any man be fcen to talk with a 
''bman within the term of three years, he fhall endure 
ich public fhame as the reft of the court can poffibly 
evife. 
^hh article^ my Liege, yourfclf muft break ; 

For, well you know, here comes in embaffy 
The French King's daughter, with yourfelf to fpeak» 

A maid of grace and complete majefty, 
Vbout furrender up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, lick, and bed-rid father : 
Pherefbre this article is made in rain, 
Or vainly comes th* admired Princefs hither. 
King. What fay you, Lords? why, this was quite 

forgot. 
Btron* So ftudy evermore is overfhot ; 
While It doth ftudy to have vyhat it would, 
tt doth forget to do the thing it fliould; 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth m^ 
^is won, as towns with fire; fo won, fo lofl 

King. We muft, of force, difpenfe with this decree; 
She muft lie here on mere neceffity. 

Blron. Neceffity will make us all forfworn 

Three thoufand times within this three years* fpac€i 
For every man with his afFe£ls is born : 

Not by might mafter'd, but by fpecial grace. 
If I bieak faith, this word fhall fpeak forme: 
1 amfoifwoni on mere neceffity. 
So to the laws at large I write my name, 

And he that breaks them in the Icaft degree. 
Stands in attainder of eternal (hame. 

Suggeftions are to others, as to me ; 
But I believe, although I feem fo loath, 
I am thelaft that wilTlaft keep his oath 
But is there no quick recreation granted ? 

King. Ay, that there is; our court, you know, u 

haunted 
Vol. IL^ N ^'^iSa* 
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With a refined traveller of SpSun, - 

A man in all the world's new faihion planted. 

That hath a mint of phrafes in hk brain : 
M Oae» whom the mufic of his own vain tongue 

** Doth raviih, like inchanting harmony : 
^ A man 'of compliments, whom nght and wrong 

** Have chofe as un^tre of tji^ir mutiny. 
*} This child of fancyi that Armadp faightf fj 

^ " Tor interim to our ftudies, ihaff relate 
^ In high-born 'wordi the worth of many a Ipijght 

" From tawny Spain, loft in the world's debate." 
How you del%ht, my Lords, I knpw aot,, I ; 
But, I proteft, I lovetQ hear him Uej 
And I will ufe him for my minftrelfy* 

Biron. Armado is a moft illuflnous wight, 

A man of fire-new words, feftiion'a owi| knight. \ 

Long, Coftard the fy^^ia, and he^ ihall be our fpott; ^ 

And, io to ftudy^ three years are but ihort* . ' 

4 

SCENE II. Enter Dull and Coftard with a taur»..M 

Dull. ^iVSp is the King's own perfon ? 

B'tron. Thts^ fellow; whatwould's? -J 

DuiL I myfelfn?prehendhisown perfon, for I am hii^ 

Grace's Tharborough: but J would fee his own perfoll ^ 

in fle(h and blood. < , 

. BiroH*. This is he, • i 

Dull. Signior Arme,— ^Arme-. — »^coromends you. \ 
There's yillany abroad; this letter will telj you more. 

Cqft. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me/. 

King, A letter from the magnificent Armado. '^^ 

Blron, How low foever the matter, I, hope in Godfe 
high word*. ^ ^ 

Long. A high hope for a low haviqg; God giant m 
patience ! 

Btron. Ilq hear, or forbear hearing? 

Long. To hear meekly. Sir, to laugh moderately, or 
to forbear both.. 

* Biron* Wellf Sir, be it as tie feyle ih«JI give us caufcj 
to pliaib VOL the merrineft. 
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Csfl. The matter is to me. Sir, as coneeming Jaque- 
ii€tta. 
1^ manner of it is» I was taken in the manner. 

^iroii. In what manner! 

C^. In. manner and form, following, Sift all thol^ 
three. I was feen with !ier in the manor-houfe, fitting 
with her upon the form, and taken Sallowing her into the 
park ; which, put together^ isi in manner and form fol- 
lowing. Now, Sir, for the manner: it is the manner of 
^ man to fpeak to a woman ; for the form^ in fdme 
form. 

Biron. For the following, Sir ? 

Cqft. As It fhall follow in my cotre6^ion ; and Cod dc- 
^nd the right ! 

King. Win you hear the letter with attention ! 

JSirott, As we would hear an oracle. 

Co/i. Such 18 the fimplictty of man to hearken after 
the fiefh. 

Kinx* freads ] Orrai ilsputy^ the tvelkm*t ^ktgtrHlt^ 
'mmd fok ^mmohr of Nu'^mret w^ foul*i unrthU G^ m^i 



Ctfl, Not a word of Coftard yet. 

King* So his ■ ■ I < 

Cofi. It may be fo ; but if he fay it is fo, he is, in tel- 
ling true, but ^[^^(0. 

Kit^^ Peace i 

Co^. Be to me, and every man that dares not figiit I 
• King* No words——**- 

Cofl* Of other mens fccrets, I befeech you. 

King. So ii hf hefieged wtb fable-coloured melnnetofyf 

I did eommend the black opprejfing humour to the mofi nvholc' 

Jome phyJU of the health giving air; and as I am a gen^ 

tleman^ betook myfrlf to walk. The time^ when ? ahont thi 

Jixth honrf when beafls mofi graxe^ birds beft p$ck^ and 

men Jit down to that nourijhment which is calPd ftij^er s 

Jo much for the time^ when. Now for the ground^ which ^ 

which f I mean, I walked upon i it is ycUped^ thy pari. 

Then for the flace^ where ? where^ I mean^ I did encoun» 

ttr that obfcene and mofi prepojlerous events that drem^b 

from my fnow'^hite pen the ebon-colour* d inky which hero 

thou vieweft^ behoidefi., furveyeft^ or feefi. But to the pLue^ 

N 2 where ^ 

# 
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where ?^ Ujlandeib nortb-nortlheafi^ and by eaftfrtm Ae «k^| 
comer of thy cunous-knotted garden. There did I fa thttt 
lowfpirtted fwmin^ that hafe ndnovj of thy mirthy ((^^fA 
Me^J that unlettered fmall-bnovvimg foul^ (Cofi. Me?/! 
ihat /hallow vaffaly (Cofi, Still ine?> wh'tcby. as I nA 
memiery bight Cofiardy (Cq/l. O mel^ fort and confirtti^^ 
cmarary to thy efiabflfked proclaimed edlS and comtJnent ca 
withy withy — " withy but with thir 1 paffion to J 
wherewith .* 

C^. WitK a wench. 

King. IViih a child of our grandmother EvCy a fen 
or for thy more underflandingy a woman; himy I fas mjl 
e^^r^^een^d dvty pricks me on) havefent to thee, to recnve% 
the need of punifhmenty by thy fweet Grace^s officer y Anth 
Dully a man ef good reputCy carriagcy bearingy cmd efiimalic 

Dull. Mcy an't fiiall pleafe you: I am Aothonf 
Dull. 

King. For yaquenettay (fo is the weaker ijejfel called 
tohich /apprehended with the aforefaid fwainy i ieep her as i 
\yeffal of thy law* s fury y andjhdl at tlx lecf^ of thy fweet % 
tice bring her to trial. Thine in all comp/iments cf < ' 
and heart-burning heat of dutyy 

Doa Adfiano de Annadal 



Biron. This is not fo well as I look'd for, but the 1 
that ever I heard. 

King, Ay ; the be ft for the worft. But, firrah, ^a| 
fay you to this ? ^ 

' Cofi. Sir, I confcfs the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Co^. I do con£cfs much of the hearing it, but lTttle< 
the marking of it. 

King. It was proclainr'd a year's rniprifonment to bfl 
taken with a wench. 

Cq^. 1 was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with \ 
damofel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damofel. 

Cffl. This was no damofel neither, Sir, (he was a Yi^J 
gin. 

Ktng. It is fo varied too, for it w^as proclaimed w< 
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.€f/i. If it wercy I deny her virginity: I was taken 
vith a maid. 

Kitig. This maid will not ferve your tiirsy Sir* 

Cgtf, Thismaidwill £erve mytum, Sur. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce fentcacfc; you fhall faft 
I week with hran and wat^. 

C^ ihadrather pray a; month mlllb mutton and por- 

King. And Don Armado ihall be your ifieper^ My 
LiOrd Biron, fee him delivered o'er, 
lad go we. Lords, to piet in pradice that, 

Which each to other haUi fo ftrmgly fwovn. 

JBlroa. VU lay my head to any good man's hs^t, 
Thefe oaths and laws will prove an idle fcom. 
irrah, come on. 

Co/i. I fuffer for the truth, Sir: for true it ts, I was • 
ikcAwtth Jaquenetta,aiidjaquenettaisa truegU; and 
leiefere welcome to the four cup of profperity : afflic- 
mi »ay eoc day fmik again, and until thei^, fit . thee 
i>wi% forrow. [ Exeunt^ 

SCENE III. Cbangu to jirmado't houje. 

Enter Armado and Moth* 

Arm. Boy, what fign is it, when a man of grieat Ipirit 
»W8 melancholy? 

M^^ A great (ign, Sir, that he will look fad. 
Arm» Why, fadnefs is one and the felf-fame thing, 
:ar imp. 

Moih* No, no; O !Lord, Sir, no. 
A9m> How can'ft thou part .fadnefs and melancholy, 
y toider juvenile ? 

Mtih. By a familiar demoaftration of the working, my 
ugh SignioT. 

Arnu Why tough Sigm'or? why tough Signior? 
Moih. Why tender juvenile ? why tender juvenile? 
JkWif I ^Q>oke itj tender juvenile, as a congruent epithe- 
||l Jig^p^i^]»mng to thy young days, which we may fto- 

' ■ % N 3 ^ MotL 
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And I, tough Sigoior, as 9n appertinent title U^ 
your old timcy which wc may name tough. *^ 

jlrm. Pretty and apt. 

Moih. How mean you, Str ? I pretty, and my fayiag 
apt! or I apt» and my faying pretty? 

jfrm. Thou pretty, becaufe litde. »^ 

Moih. Little! pMUy> becaufe littk; wkerefore aj^tf 

^rm. And therefore apt, becaufe quick 

Moth. Speak you this in my praiie, Mailer? 

j4rm. In thy condign pratfe. 

Moth, 1 will pratfe an eel with the fame praife. 

jlrm. What ? that an eel is ingenious. 

Meib* That an eel is quick. 

jirm, I do fay, thou art quick in anfwers. 
heat'fl my blood. 

Moth, I am anfwer'd, Sir. 

^rm. 1 love not to be croftf'd. 

Moth. He fpeaks the clean contrary, crofles ^ love 
him. ' * "^ 

jirm. 1 have promis'^d to ftudy three yeatt^ with 
King. » 

Mother You may do it in an hour, Sir. 

^rm, Impofiible. 

Moth. How many is one thnce told ? 

j^rm, I am ill at reckoning, it fits the fpirit of a tapflcr. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamefter. 

j^rm. I confefs both ; they are both the varnifh of a 
complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am fure, you know how much the gi 
fum of deuce-ace amounts to, 

j4rm. It doth amount to one more than two, 
- Moth. Which the bafe vulgar caU three. 

^rtn. True. 

Moth. Why, Sir, is this fuch a piece of ftudy? Now 
here's three fludied ere you'll thrice wink; and h&w tzij 
is it to put ytars to the word three, and ftudy three yesu*^ 
in two words, the dancing-horfe will tell you. 

^rm. A moft fine figure. 

Moth. To prove you « cypher. 

^rm. I will hereupon confefs, I am in lov« j and, as 

. \ • it 

# 
• Meaning, mwty. 
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his bafe for a foldier to love, fe I am in love with a baie 
wench. If drawing my fwor^ againft the humour of af- 
fedion would dciiver me frcm the reprobate thought oS 
it, I would take defire pn'bncr; and ranfom him to any- 
French coortier for a new-drivisM court'fy . I think it fconi 
toiigh; methinks I fhould out-fwear Cupid. Gofhfort 
ffic, boy ; wlxat great men liavc beeokin love ? 
I Moih. Hercules, Mafter. 

Arm, Moft fweet Hercules! More authority, dear boy,. 
name more ; and, fweet my child> let them be men of 
good repute and carriage* 

Moth, Samfon, Mafter; he was a man of good cari 
riagej great carriage; foi he carried the toA^n-gates on 
Jus back like a porter, and he wa» in love. 

Arm, O well>knit Samfon, ftrong-jointed Samfon I 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didft me 
ID carrying gates. I am inr love too. Who was Sam- 
fon's love, my dear Moth? 

Moth. A woman, Mafter. 

jfrm. Of what complexion I 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or on^ 
of the four. 

Arm, Tell me precffely of what complexion ? 

Aloth, Of the fea-water green. Sir. 

Arm, Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth, As I have read, Sir, and the beft of them too* 

Arm, Green, indeed, i& the Colour of lovers ; tut to 
hare a love of that colour, methinks, Samfon had fmall 
Ptdbn for it. He, furely, affefted her for her wit. 

Moth, It wa^fo. Sir, for ftiehada green wit. 

Arm My love is moft immaculate white and red. 

Moth Moft maculate- thoughts, Mafter, are mafk^ct 
under fuch colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infertt. 

Moth, My fathei's wit, and my mother'^ tongue, af- 
fift me ! 

Arm Sweet invocation of a child, moft pretty afid pa- 
thetical! 

Moth, , If (he be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For bluftiing cheeks by faults are bred. 
And fears by pale-wliite fhowii ; 

P Thca 
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Then if Ae fear, or be to blamcy 

By this ycMi fliall not know ; 
For ftill her cheeks poflefs the fame, 

Whtoh native me doth owe. 
A dangerous rhyme, Ma^r, againfb the reafoQ of whitfl 
md ♦ d, 

^rm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the king and the 
beggar? 

Mqib. ^ The world was guilty of fudi a ballad fooM 
<^ three ages (inee, but, I think, now 'tis not to be 
«• found ;'* or if it were, it woukl neither fcnre for tiw 
writing, nor the tune. 

jlntu I will have that fubje<ft newly writ o'er, that 1 
may example my digreflion by fome mighty preddent 
Boy, I do love that country-giii, that I took in the park 
with the rational hind Coftard ; fhe defences wdl— 

Moth. To be whipp'd; and yet a better love than m) 
matter deferves. i4fi^ 

Arm* Sing, boy ; my fpirit grows heavy in love. 

Math* And that's greater marvel lovi^ a light wench 

jlrm, I fey, fing, 

Moib. Forbear, till this company is pafs'd. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Co/lard^ DttH^ y^aquenetta a mauL 

Dull. Sir, the King's pkafure isi that you keep Cof- 
tard f^e ; and you mnft let him take no jd^light, nor qo 
penance ; but be muft faft three days a-week. For this 
damfel, I rauil keep her at the park, fhe isaUow'd for the 
day-woman Fare you well. 

jfrm. 1 do betray myfell with bluihing. Maid, — 

J^aq. Man, 

j^rm. I wiU vifit tfe^ at th|i lodge. 

Jaq. That's here by. 

y^rm. 1 knoW where it is fituate. 

yaq. Lord, how v/ife you arc! 

y/rm. I vml tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that ^ace? 

^rm. I love thee. 

yaq. So I heard ^yow lay. ^ < 

j4rm. And fo farewell. , , 
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Jaq. Fair weather after you I 

Dull, Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

[^Exrunt Dull an J jaquenetta. 

Arm. Villain, thou (halt faft for thy offence, ere thou 
, be pardoned. ■ - . 

\ ' Cofi. WeU, Sir, 1 Kope, whei> I do it, I Ciall do ft on 
; a full ftomach. 

Arm^ 1 hou (halt be heavily puniih'd. 
.. Ctfi. \ am more bound to you, than your followers; 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain, ftiut him up* 

Moth. Come, you tranfgrefling Oave, away. 

Cofl. Let me not be pent up. Sir; I will faft, befng 
loofe. 

Moth. No, Sir, that were faft and loofe; thou (halt ta 
prifon. 

Cojl. WeU if ever 1 do fee the merry days of defola- 
tion that I have feen, fome (hall fee 

Moth. . What fliall fome fee? 

CoJl. Nay, nothing, Miftcr Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for prifoners to be (ilcnt in their words^ 
aud therefore I will fay nothing;^ 1 thank Godr I- have a* 
littl? patience as another man» and tlierefure I can b^ 
quiet. [^Exeunt Moth and Coftard. 

Arm. I do affedi the very ground (which is bafe) 
where her (hoe (which is'bafer) guided by her foot 
(which is bafeft) doth tread. 1 (haU be foiiwOrn, which 
is a great argument of f^fehood, if I love. And how 
can that be true love, which is falfely attempted? Love 
is a famib'ar, love is a devil : there is no evfl angel but 
love; yet Samfon was fo tempted, and he had aji excet- 
' lent ftrength ; yet was Solomon fo feduced, and he had 
a very good wit. Cupid's but -(haft is too baid for Her-*- 
cides's^lub, and therefore t©o much odds for a Spaniard** 
rapier; the firft and fecond caufe will not ferve my turn; 
the Paffado he refpedls not, the Duello he regards not ; 
his difgrace is to be call*d boy ; but his glory is to fub- 
due men. Adieu, valour! ruft, lapier! be Hill, drum l 
for your manager is in love ; yea, he loveth. Affift me^ 
fome entemporal god of rhyme, for I am fure I (hall turn 
fonn^cer. Devifc wJtj write pen, for I am for whole vO- 
luiQeiiD folio. \^£xU. 

.fM:', ♦ ACT^ 
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ACT If, SCENE I. 
Before ihe King of Navarre* e fatace^ 

Enter the Prlncefs of France^ Rofa^^ Afarmf Cathati 

Boyet^ Lords^ emd Mtr aHetuianU. 

» 

BoyH, jL\ OWy Madam, fummoa up yovr dtal 
fpirits ; 
Confider, whom the King your father (eadai : 
To whom he ^eords* and what's hit emboflyv 
Youtfelf^^ hdd precious in the world's eUcesf^ 
To parley with the fole inheritor 
Of aO perfe^ioos that a man may owe, 
Matchlefs Navarre ; the plea, of no lc£k weight 
Than Aqmt«ia> a dowry for a Queen, 
Be now at prodigal of ill dear grace. 
As nature was in ntaking graces dear* 
Wlten (Ke did ftanrc fcbe gtaeral world befide, 
Am! prodigally gatie them aU to you. 

Prhu G^od Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but oh 
Needs not the paintcc^ fiouriffi of your praife; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not utter'd by bafc Ude of chapmens tongues. 
1 am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth. 
Than you much willing to be counted wife. 
In fpending thus your wit in pralfe of mine. - 
But now, to taflc the taflcer; good Boyet, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noife abroad, Navarre hath made a vow. 
Till painful R,iidy ftiall out-wear three years. 
No woman may approach his iilent court ; 
Therefore to us feems It a needful courfe. 
Before we enter his forbidden gates^ 
^o know his pleafure ; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthinefs, we (ingle you 
As our beft-moving fair folicitor. 
Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 
On ferioiis bufinefs, craving quick difpatch, « . 

Importunes (^>i?cial conference with his Grace. 
H^ft*?? fignify fo much, while we attend, 
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^ike humbk-vi&gM foiton, his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, wiliingly I go. ^Enii. 

Prin% AH pride it wOlmg pride, and yours is fo. 
i^ho are the TOtarieSr my loving Lords, 
rhat are vow-fellows with this virtuous King? 

LortL LoogariUe.is one. 

Frhu Know ye the man? 

Mar. I knew him. Madam, at a marriage-feaft. 
Between Lord Pd(%ort and the beauteous heir 
Df Jjkques Faulcoobridge folemnixed. 
Kn Normandy faw I this LongaviHe, 
&L man of fQvereijgn parts he is eileem'd ; 
WeU fitted in the arts, glorious in arms, 
Nothing becomes him ifl, that he would well« 
The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs, 
(If virtue's ?lofs will ftain with any foil,) 
Is a (harp wit, match'd with too blunt a will ; , 
VHiofe edge hath power to cut, whofe will Hill wills 
It (hould fpare none that come within his power* 

Pritt. Some merry-mocking Lord, belike; is't fo? 

Mar. They fay fo moft, that moft his humours know. 

Prin. Such (hort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow. 
"Who are the reft? 

Goth. The young Dumain, a well-^ccomplifh'd youth, 
Cf all that virtue love, for virtue lov'd. • 

M©ft power to do moft harm, leaft knowing ill ; 
^or he hath wit to make an ill (hape good, 
-And (hape to win grace, though he had no wit. 
^ few him at the Duke Alanfon*s once, 
-A^nd much too little of that good I faw, 
•^8 my report to his great worthinefs. 

Rof. Another of thefe ftudents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth ; 
fttton they call him : but a merrier man, > 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
^ n^ver fpent an hour's talk withal, 
•Wis eye begets occaiion for his wit ; 
*^or every object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth moving jeft ; 
Which hn fair tongue (conceit's expofitor) 
^clivers in fuch apt and gracious wovda, 
^hat aged cars play truant at his tales ^ 
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And younger hearings are quite raviihed ; 
So fweet and voluble is his difcoiurfe. 

Pr'tn^ God blefs my ladies, air they all in love^ 
That every one her own hath .gamiihed 
With fuch Iiedecking ornaments of pnnfe ! 

Mfar^ Here comes Boyet. * 

Emitr Boyet. - M 

Prin. Now, what admittance. Lord*? » ' 

Boyet, Navarre had notice of your fair approach; 
And he and his competitors in. oath 
Were all addrefs'd to meet you, gentle Lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I've learn 'd^ 
He rather means to lodge you in the field. 
Like one that comes here to befiege his court. 
Than feek a difpenfation for his oath. 
To let you enter his unpeopled houfe. 
Here comes Navarre. 

SCENE IL 

Enter the King^ Longaville^ Duma:n^ Btrou, and af* 
tendants. r\ 

King. Fair Princefs, welcome ta the court of Navani 

Prin^ Fair I give you back again; and wekotn^ 
have not yet : the roof of tliis court is too high to ' 
yours; and welcome to the wide fields, too bafe to 
mine. 

King. You (hall be welcome. Madam, to my court* 

Pr'm, I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither. 

King* Hear me, dear Lady, I have fworn an oath; 

Prin. Our Lady help my Lord! he'll be forfwom. 

King. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my wiH. 

Pr'in, Why, will fhall break its will, and notliing dfty 
^ King. Your Lady (hip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wife, 
Where now his knowledge muft prove ignorance, 
I hear your Grace hath fworn out houfe-keepinjr : 
'Tis deadly fm to keep that oath, my Lord; 
Not fin to break it.— — 
But pardon me, I am too fudden bold : 
To teach a teacher ill befeem^th me« 

Vottch&fi 
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^ouchfafe to read the pnrpofe of my coming, 
ind fuddenly refolve me in my fuft. 

King, Madam, I will, if fuddenly I may. 

Prin. You will thefooner, that I were away; 
'or you*ll prove perjui'd, if you make me ftay. ' 

Biron, Did not 1 dancie with you in Brabant once? 

Rof. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Biron. I know you did. 

Rof. How needlefs was it then to aflc the quefbon? 

Blron. You muft not be fo quick. 

Rof. 'Tis long of you, that fpur me with fuch qucf- 
tions. 
i Biron Your wit's too hot, it fpceds too feft, *twill tire 

Rof, Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron, What time o' day ? 

Rof. The hour that fools (hould afk. 

Biron. Now fair befal your mafk ! 

Rof Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron. And fend you many lovers! 

Rof Amen, fo you be none ! 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
Fhe payment of a hundred thoufand crowns ; 
Being but th' one half of an intire fum, 
Pifburfed by my father in his wars. 
lut fay, that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiy'd that fum ; yet there remains unpaid 
K hundred thoufand more; in furety of the which, 
Dne part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Mthough not valu'd to the money's worth; 
K thea the King your father will reftore 
but tihat one half which is unfatisfy'd, 
Wt will give up our right in Aquitain, • • 

Aad hold fair ^endfhip with his Majefty. 
put that it feems he Httle purpofeth, ^ 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
fin hundred thoufand crowns, and not demands, 
0n payment of a hundred thoufand crowns, 
iTo have his title hVe in Aquitain ; 
liniich we much rather had depart withal. 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Than Aquitakn fo gelded as it is. 
"" II. O Dear 
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Dear Princefs, were not his requefts fo far 
From reafon's yielding, your fair felf (hould make 
A yielding 'gain ft Ibmc reafon in my bread ; 
And go well (alisded to FraiKe again. 

Prin, You do the Kiag my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name. 
In fo unfeeming to coofefs receipt 
Of that which hath fo faithfuHy been paid. 

King* I do proteft I never heard of it ; 
And if you prove It, Pfl repay it back. 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

jPn'if. Wc arreft your word. 
Soyet, you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fum, from fpecial officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King, Satisfy me fo. 

Boyei. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come 
Wliere that and other fpecialtice are bound : 
To-morrow you ihall have a fight of them. 

Kmg, It fhall fufiice me; at which interview. 
All liberal reafon I will yield unto : 
Mean time receive fuch welcome at my hand. 
As honour without breach of honour nwy 
Make tender of, to thy true worthinefs. 
You may not come, fair Princefs, in ;ny gates ; 
But here, without, you (hall be fo received. 
As you (hall deem yourfelf lodg'd in my heart, 
Though fo deny*d fair harbour in my houfe: 
Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewell; 
To-morrow wc (hall vifit you again. 

Prw. Sweet health and fair deiires confort your Gra 

King. Thy own wifh wifh I thee in every place. 

^ [E 

Biron* "Lady, I will commend you to my own heajl 

Rof, I pray you, do my commendations ; 
I would be glad to fee it. 

Biron, I would you heard it grone. ^ 

• heard it grone. 

Rof, Is the t fool fick? 
Siron. Sick at the heat;t. 
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Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what lady is tliat fame ? 
Boyet* I'he heir of Aleno9n, Rofaline her name. 
Dum, A gallant lady : Monfieur, fare you well. \^Extt. 
Long. I befeech you a word : what, is fhe in white f ? 
Boyet, She is an heir of Faulconbridge \, 
Long. She is a moll fweet lady. 

Bvyet, Not unHke, Sir; that may be ||. \_Extt Long. 
O 2 If 

i^o/I Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good? 

fiof. My phyfic fays. Ay, 

Birtn. Will you prick't wirh your eye? 

Rof, Na, poynt^ With ray knife. 

Biron. Now, God fave thy life ! 

Rof. Anl yours from long living! 

Biraiu I cannot ftay thankfglving. [£.V/V. 

Dum. Sir, &c. 



(he in white ? 



Boyet. A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the light* 

Long. Perchance light in the light 1 dtfirc her name. 

Boyet, She hath but one for herfelf ; to defirc that were a Ihame. 

Long. Praj you, Sir, whofe daughter? 

Boyef. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long God's blefling on your beard ! 

Boyet. Good Sir, be not ofiFended. 

She is an, &c. 

J ■ • - • Faulconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended : 
Sl\t is, &c. 

f — ^^^ that may be. 

Biron. What's her name in the cap? 

Boy^t. Catharine, by good hap. 

Biron Is (he wedded, or no? 

Boyet. To her will, Sir, or fo. 

Biron. You are welcome, Sir : adieu! 

Boyet. Farewell to me, Sir, and welcome to you. \Exit Biron* 

Mar. That laft is Biron, the merry mad*cap lord ; 
JJot a Word with him but a jei^. 

Boyet. And every jeft but a word. ^ 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 

Boyet. I was as wiUing to grapple as he was to board. 

Mar, Two hot iheeps, marry. 

Boyet. And wherefore not fliipRf 
No (hecp, (fweet lamb,) unlefs we feed on your ti^. 

Mar, You /beep, aad 1 patturc; (hall that &tt\$k \.\vt ^.^.X 
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If my obfervation, (which very feldom lies,) 
By the heart's ftiU rhetonc, difclofed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infedled *. 

Rof. The a art an old love-monger, and fpeakeft fklll-^ 

fully. 
Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of 

him. 
Rof, Then was Venus like her mother, for her father 

».8 but grim. 
Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 
Mar. No. 
Boyet, What then ? do you fee ? 

Boytt So yoa grant p?.fturc for me. 

Mar, Not fo, gentle beaft; 
My lips arc no common, though feveral they be. 

Boyei, Belonging to whom? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin, Good wits will be jangling; but, gentles, agree. 
This civil war of wits were much better us'd 
On Navarre and his book-men j for here 'tis abus'd. 
If my obfcrvation, &c. 

• — IS infeAed. 

Prin, With what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers intitlc afTcAed. 

Prin. Yourreafon? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retirt. 
To the court of his eye. peeping thorough defire: 
His heart, like an agare with your print imprefltd. 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreffed : 
His tongue, all impatient to fpeak and not fce. 
Did flumble with hafte in his eye-fight to be : 
All fenfcs to that fenfe did make their repair^ 
To feel only looking on faireft of fair ; 
Methought all his fenfes were lock'd in his eye» 
As jewels iu cryftal for fome prince did buy; 
Who tcnd'ring their own worth, from whence they were '^lU'^ 
Bid point out to buy them, along as you pafs'd. 
His face's own margent did quote fuch a mazes, 
That all eyes faw hiseyes inchanted with gazes : 
1*11 give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An' you give him for my fake but one loving kifs. 

Prin, Come, to your pavilion: Boyet is difpos'd— 

Boyet. But to fpeak that in words which his eye hath difclos'd ; 
I only have made a mouth of his ey^. 
By adding a tongue which 1 know will not lie. 

itof> Thou artj &c. 
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Rof. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet. You are too hard for me. [^Excuti^* 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

The parhf nw the palace* 

Enter Armado and Moth, 

Arm, V V ARBLrE, chfld; make paffionatc my fenfe 
cf hearing. 

Moth. Concoh'nel . [,Singinjr, 

Arm. Sweet air! go, tendemefs of years; take this 
key, give enlargement to the fwain ; bring him feftinate- 
ly hither : I muft employ him in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Mailer,* will you win your love with a French 
brawl ? 

Arm. How mean*ft thou, brawling hi French ? 

Moth, No, my complete Mafter; but to jig oflP a tune 
at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, humour 
it with turning up your eye-lids ; figh a note and fing a 
note; fometimes through the throat, as if you fwallow'd 
love with finging love j fometimes through the nofe, as 
if you fnufF'd up love by fmelling love ; with your hat 
penthoufe-like, o'er the fhop of your eyes; with your 
arms crof»'d on your thin-belly doublet, like a rabbit oa 
a fpit; or your hands in your pocket, like a man after 
the old painting; and keep not too long in one tune, but 
a fnip, and away: thefe are 'complifhments, thefe are 
humours ; thefe betray nice wenches that would be be- 
tray 'd without thefe, and make them men of note (do yoa 
note me?) that are moil alFedted to thefe? 

Ann, How hail thou purchased this eacperience ? 

Aloth. By my pen of obf>3^ation. 

Arm. But O, but O 

Moth. The holly horfe h forgot *. 

Arm. Call'il thou my love holly-horfe ? 

Moth. No, Mailer; the hobby -horfe is but a colt, and 
your love perhaps a iiackney : but have you forgot your 
love? 

Arm. Almoil I had. 

O 3 Mot(j, 

* The burden of an old €on|;» 
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MoiL Negligent Undent! learn her by heart. 

jlrm. By heart, and in her heart, boy. 

Moih. And out of heart, Mafter: all thofe three I 
will prove. 

yirm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth, A man, if I h've : and this 3y, and /», and out ofj 
upon the inftant: hy heart you lofve her, becaufe your 
heart cannot come by her; in heart you love her, be- 
caufe your heart is in love with her; and out of heart 
you love her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy 
her. 

jfrm. I am all thefe three. 

Moth. And three times as much more; and yet no-; ■ 
thing at all. " 

jirm. Fetch hither the fwain, he muft carry me a 
letter. 

Moth, A meffage well fympathiz'd; a horfe to be 
ambaffador for an afs. 

j^rm. Ha, ha; what fay 'ft thou? 

Moth, Marry, Sir, you muft fend the afs upon the 
horfe, for he is very flow^gated : but I go. 

jirm. The way is but ftiort ; away. 

Moth* As fwift as lead. Sir. 

jirm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious? 
Is not lead of metal heavy, dull, ind flow? 

Moth, Mimmey honeft Mafter; or rather, Mafter, no* 

^m, I fay, lead is flow. 

Moth, You are too fwift. Sir, to fay fo. 
Is that lead flow, Sir, which is fir'd from a gun? 

jirm. Sweet fmoak of rhetoric ! 
He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he : 
I flioot thee at the fwain. 

Moth. Thump then, and I fly. ' [^•'«^; 

jlrm. Amoft acute juvenile, voluble, and free of grace > 

By thy favour, fweet welkin, 1 muft figh in thy face. 

Moft rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 

My herald is returned. , ^^ 

^ SCENE 



1 
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SCENE . II. Re-enter Moth and Cojard. * ^ 

Arm, I give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance; 
aody in lieu thereof, impof& oa thee nothing but this: 

beas 



- and Coftard. 



Motb. A wonder, Mafter; here* 8 a Coflard Broken in a (hio. 

jirnu Some enigma, fome riddle; come, thy P envoy begin. 

Ceft, No egma, no riddle, no renvoi; no falve in the mail* Sir. 
Sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; no Penvoyy no lUnvoy^ or falve, 
Sir, butplantan. 

Arm, By virtue, thon enforced laoghter; thy filly thought, my 
[pleen; the heaving of my lungs provokes me to ridiculous fmiling: 

pardon me, my fiars! doth the inconfiderate uke falve for /'a2- 
voy^ and the word I* envoy for a ialve? 

Moth, Doth the wiie think them other ? is not r envoy a falve I 
Arm, No, page, it is an epilogue or difcourfe, to make plain 
Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been fain. 

1 will example it. Now will 1 begin your moral, and do you fol- 

low with my P envoy. 
The fox, the ape» and the humble bee. 
Were fiill at odds, .being but three. 
rhere*8 the moral, now the P envoy, 

Motb, I will add the P envoy; lay the moral again. 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble bee, 
Were ilill at odds, being but tlirce. 

Moth, Until the goofe came out of door, 
And ilay'd the odds by adding four. 
A good P envoy, ending in the goofe; would you defire moref 

Coji. The boy hath fold him a bargain; a goofe, that's flat; 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an* your goofe be fat. 
To fell a bargain well is as cunning as faft and loofe. 
Let me fee a fat P envoy; 1, that*b a fat goofe. 

Arm, Come hither, come hither; 
How did this argument begin ? 

Moth. By faying, that a Coftard was broken in a Ihin. 
Then callM you for a P envoy, 

Coft. True, and I for a plantain ; 
Thus came the argument in; 

Then the boy's fat P envoy ^ the goofe that you bought, 
Ajid he ended the market. 

Arm, But tell me, how was there a Coilard broken in a fluB ? 

Motb, I will tell you fenfibly. — 

CoJi, Thou haft no feehng of it, Moth. 
wiJl fpcak that P envoy. — 
, Co(lard> running out, that was fafely within, 
''ell over the threfhold, and broke my ftiin. 
Arm. W« wiJi talk no more of this matter. 
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bear this (ignificant to the country-maid Jaquenetta; 
there is remuneration; for the heft ward oiF mine ho- 
pours 18 rewarding my dependents. Moth, follow.—- 

[Exit. 

Moth. Like the fequeU I. Signior Coftard, adieu ! 

{ExiU 

Cofi. My fweet ounce of man's flefli, my in-cony 
jewel! Now will I look tb his remuneration. RemU' 
neration! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings! 
three farthings, remuneration. What's the price of thii 
incle? a j>enny. No, 1*11 give you a remuneration; 
why, it carries it. Remuneration! — ^why, it is a fairer 
name than a French crown. I will never buy and feO 
out of this word. * 

SCENE II L Enter Btron. 

Btron. O my good knave Coftard, exceedingly well 
met. 

Cofl' Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon may - 
a man buy for a remuneration I 

Btron. What is a remuneration? 

Coft. MaiTy, Sir, half-penny farthing. 

Btron. O, why then three farthings worth of filL. 

Cqfl, I thank your Worfhip, God be with you* 

Btron, O ftay, (lave, I muft employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, my ^ood knave. 
Do one thing for me that I (hall mtreat. 

CoJ, When would you have it done, ISir ? 

Btron. O, this afternoon. 

Coji, Well, I vnll do it. Sir: fare you welt 

Blron. O. thou knoweft not what it is. 

Cojl. I (hall know, Sir, when I have done it* 

Btron. Why, villain, thou muft know firft. 

Coft, Till there be more batter in the ftin. 

jlrm. Sirrah, Coftard, I will infranthife thee. 

Coft. O, marry me to one Frances; I (mcU fome /* envoy ^ fome 
roofe in this. 

Arm. By my fweet foul, I mean, fcttmg thee at liberty; entree- 
doming thy perfon; thou wcrt immur*d, retrained, captivttei} 
bound. 1 

Coft, True, true ; and now you will tc my purgaticrn, aUd let ] 
me loofe. 

Arm. \ give, &Cr 
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Coft. I win come to your Worship to-morrow morning. 
Blron, It muft be done this afternoon. 
Hark,' flave, it is but this : 
The Princefs comes to hunt here in the park : 
And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues fpeak fweetly, then they name her name. 
And Rofaline they call her ; aJfk for her, 
And to her fweet hand fee thou do commend 
This feal'd-up counfel. There's thy gueidcn ; go. 

Cqft, Guerdon, O fweet guerdon ! better than re- 
muneration, eleven pence farthing better: moft fweet 
guerdon! I will do it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, remu- 
neration. — \^Exit, 

Blron. O ! and I, forfooth, in love I 
I, that have been love's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humorous figh : 
A critic ; nay, a night-watch conllable j 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy^ 
Than whom no mortal more magnincent, 
This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy. 
This Signior Junio's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid, 
Regent of love rhymes, lord of folded arms, 
Th' anointed fovereignof lighs and groans; 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents: 
Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces: 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting para tors: (O my little heart!) 
And 1^0 be a corporal of his tile, 
And wear his colours! like a tumbler, floop! 
What? I love! Ifue! Ifeekawife! 
A woman, that is like a German clock. 
Still a repairing ; ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, being a watch, 
But being watch M, that it may Hill go right !: 
Nay, to be perjur*d, which is worft of all; 

And, among three, to love the worfl of all; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch -balls lluck in her face for eyes ;. 

Ay, and by Heav'n, one that will do the deed. 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard;; 

And I to figh for her I to watch for her ! 

To pray for her I p^o to : — it is a placue^ 
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That Cupkl will irapofe for my neglcdl 

Of his almighty, dreadfal, little, might. 

Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fire, and groan: 

Some men mull love my Lady, and fome Joan. [£xki 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

^ paviricm in the park near the palace* 

Enter the Princefs^ Rof aline ^ Maria, Catharine, Lordsy 
attendants, end a ForeJlLr. 
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Prln, V V AS that the King that fpurtr'd liis horfe 
fo hard 
Againfl the fleep nprifing of the hill? 

Boyet. I know not ; but I think it was not he. 

Prln. Whoe'er he was, he (hew'd a mounting mind* 
Well, Lords, to-diiy we fhall have our difpatch ; 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then, Foi*efter, my friend, where is the bufh, 
That we muil (land and play the murderer in? 

For, Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A ftand, where you may make the faireft fhoot *. 



• the faired (hoot. 



I*rin. 1 thank my beauty, I am fair, that (hoot; 
And thereupon thou fpcak'll the f«ireft fHooi. 

J^or. Panion me, Madam ; for I meant not fo. 

Prin What, what? firft praife me, then again fay, no? 
O fhort liv'J pride! not fair? alack, for wo! 

/or. Ves, Madam, fair 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now ; 
Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my ghU, take this for telling true ; 
Fair payment for fool words js more th.in dur, 

Por. Nothing bur fair is tha* which you inherit, 

Prin See, fee, my beauty will be fUv'd by merit. 
O herefy in fair, fit for thefe days! 
A giving hand, though foul, (hall have fair praife* 
But come, the boW; now mercy goes to kill, 
And (hooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I favc my credit m the (hoot, - 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do*t : 
If wounding, then it was to (hew my (kill; 
'i hat more for praife,. than purpose, meant to kiUy 

Afi4 
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Soytt, Here comes a member of the commonwealth f . 

Go/i. I have a letter from Monfkur Biron, to one La* 
dy Rofaliae. 

Pfin, O thy letter, thy letter : he's a good friend of 
mine. 
.Stand afide» good^ bearer.— Boy et, you can carve: 
Break up this capon *, 

Boyetp 1 am bound to ferve. 
This letter is nnftook, it importeth none here; 
It \s writ to Jaqnenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, 1 fwear. 
.Sreak the neck of the wax, and every one give can 

Boyd reads, 

bea'oen^ that thou art fair, is mofi infaHihU; trve^ 
that thou art beauteous: truth ttfelf that thou art lovely ^ 
fnore fairer than fair^ beautiful than beauteous^ truer 
Jhau truth Ufelf; have commiferation sm thy herokal 

vajfal 
And, o«t of quefiion, fo it is fometimes; 
Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes; 
^VTien for fame's fake, for praife, an outward part, 
"Wc bend to that the working of thehcart. 
As I for praife alone now feek to fpill 
The poor decr*8 blood, that my h^art means.no ill. 

Boyet. Do not cursM wives hold tblt felf-fovereignty 
Only for praife-fake, when they ftrive to be 
X«ordso^er their lords? 

Prin, Only for praife; and praife we may afford 
To any iady that fubdues her lord. 

Enter Cojlard, 
Boyet. Here comes, &c. 

^ I, commonwealth. 

Cof,. God dig you-den all; pray you, which is the head lady? 

i*r/ii« Thoo (halt know her, fellow, by the reil that have no 
heads. 

Cofi. Which is the greateft bdy, the higheft? 

Prin The thickeft and the talleft. 

Coft. The thickeft and the uUeft ; it is fo, truth is truth. 
An' my wafte, miftrefs, were as llender as your wit. 
One o* thefe maids girdles for my wade (hould be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeft here. 

Prin, What's your will, Sir? whac*syour will! 

Cofi. 1 have, 6iC. 

* Meaning rhe letter, as poaUt in French lignites both a tbicttn 
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^yaffaL The magnanimous and mqft illuftr^e King Cophetua 
fet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar Zenelophen; 
and he it was that might rightly fay^ Veni, vidi, vici; 
which to anatomise in the vulgar j ( hafe and ohfcurt 
vulgar!) videHcet, He came^ faiv^ and overcame; he 
came, one; fawj two; overcame, three. Who came? tk 
King. Why did he come? to fee. Why did he fed too- 
vercome. To whom rame he? to the beggar* What fa<g} 
he? the beggar. Who overcame he? the beggar. The 
conclufton is viSory ; on whofejide? the King's; the captke 
is enrich* d: on whofejide? the beggar's. The cataflrophe 
is a nuptial: on whofe Jide? the King's: no, on both in 
one, or one in both. I am the King, (forfojlands the com- 
farifon ;) thou the beggar, for fo witnejfeth thy lowlinefs. 
Shall I command thy love? I may. Shall I inforce thy 
love? I could. Shall I intr eat thy love? I will, Wbai 
Jhalt'thou exchange for rags? robes; for tittles? titles: 
for thyfelf? me. Thus expeSing thy reply, I profane ny 
hps on thy foot, my eyes on thy piSure, and my heart on thy 
every por{^ 

Thine m the dearefl defign of induftry, 

Don Adriano de Armah* 

Thus dofl: thou hear the Nemean Hon roar 

'Gainft thee, thou lamb, that ftandeft'as his prey ; 
Submiffive fall his princely feet before. 

And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou llrive, (poor foul,) what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repaflure for his den. 

Prin, What plume of feathers is he that indited this 

letter? 

What vane? what weathercock? did you ever hear 

better? 

Boyet. 1 am much deceived, but I remember the ftylc* 

Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going o'er it ere 

while. 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here io 
court, 
A phantafm, a monarcho, and one that makes fport 
To the Prince, and his bvook-matcs. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word: 
Who eave thee this letter? 



I 



LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 169 

tft. I told you ; my Lord. 

r'tn. To whom fhould'ft thou give it? 

ojl. From my Lord to my Lady. 

Wif. From which Lord to which Lady? 

oft. From my Lord Biron, a good maftcr of mine, 

\ Lady of France, that he call'd Rofaline. 

rm. Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come, Lords, 

away, 
e, fweet, put up this; 'twill be thine another day*. 

XExit Pnnctft attended. 
OL. IL P SCENE 

— another day. 

)ytt. Who is the (hooter? who is the (hooter ^ 

yC Shall i teach you to know? 

Yfit Ay, my continent of beauty. 

}/. Why, (he that bears the bow. Finely put off. 

lyr/. My La^ly goes to kill horns : but if thou marry, 

^ me by the neck, if horns that fear mifcarry. 

ly put on. 

if. Well then, 1 am the (hooter. 

yyet. And who is your deer ? 

if. If we chufe by horns, yourfelf ; come not near. 

fy put OB, indeed. ' ^ 

Tar. You ftill wrangle with her, Boyet, and (he (Irikes at the 

brow. 
Vfei. But (he herfelf is hit lower. Have I hit her now f 
if. Shall I come upon thee with an old faying, that was a man 
D King Pippen of France was a little boy, as touching the hit it? 
oyet. . So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that was a woman 
n Queen Guinover of Britain was a little wench, as touching 
bit it. . 

'«/". Thou can*fi not hit it, hit it, hit it ; 

K can ft not hit it, mj good man. [Singing, 

^it. An I cannot, cannot, cannot ; 

I cannot, another can, [Exit Rof. 

'ofi By my troth, moft pleafant ; how both did fit it^ 
Hior. A mark marvellous well (hot; for they both did hit it. 
W. A mark? O, mark but that mark! a mark, fays my Lady; 
the mark have a prick in*t ; to mete at, if tc may be. 
^ar. Wide o* th* how-hand; i* fiith, your hand is out. 
"'if. Indeed, a*mu(l (hoqt nearer, or he*ll ne*er hit the cloiic 
^^tt. An if ray har(d be out, then, belike, your hand is in. 
'O/?. Then will (he get the upihot by cleaving the pin. 
w. Come, come, you talk greafily; your lips grow fouL 
"t^. She's too hard for you at pricks. Sir, challenge her to bowL 
^0jfr/. I frar too much rubbing; good night, my good owl. 

lExewit all hut Coftarj, 
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SCENE IL 

Enter Dully Holofemesy and Sir NaihankL 

Nath, Very reverend fport, truly; and done in the 
•teftimony of a good confcience. 

UoL The deer was (as you know) fanguisy in blood, 
ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewel in 
the ear of calo^ the fky, the welkin, the li'eav'n; and 
anon falleth like a crab on the face of Urra:^ the foil, 
the land, the earth. 

Natb. Truly, Matter Holofemes, tlic epithets art 
fweetly varied, h'ke a fcholar at the leaft. But, Sir, \ 
.afFure ye, it was a buck of the firft head. 

HoU Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Dull. 'Twas not a baud credo; 'twas a prick^. 

ffoL }Ao^ barbarous intimation; yet a kind of infi- 
uuation, as it were in via^ in way of explication ; yi- 
cere, as it were, replication: or rather, ofientare, to 
4how, as it were, his inclination ; after his undreffed, 
unpolTHied, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or ra- 
ther unlettered, or rathereft unconfirmed fafhion, to in- 
jfert again my baud credo for a deer. 

Dull, 1 faid, the deer was not a baud credo ; 'twas a 
pricket. 

HoU Twice fod iimplicity, his coSus ; O tliou monfto" 
Ignorance, how deformed doll thou look? 

Natb. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties tbat are 
bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it were; he 
hath not drunk ink. His intelleft is not repleniihed. 
He is onl^ an animal, only fenfible in the duller parts; 
^nd fuch barren plants are let before us, that we thank- 
ful 

€oft. By nvy foul, a iwain; a ir.oft fimple clown! 
Lord, Lord! how the ladies and I have put him down! 
OV my troth, moft fweet jefts, mott in-cory vulgar wit, , 
When it comes fo fmoothly off, fo obfceneiy; as it were, fo fit, 
Armado o' th* one fide, ■ ■ O, a mod dainty man; 
To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan. 
To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft fweetly he will fwear; 
And his page o*t*other fide, that handful of wit: . 
A(i, ^eav*n8! it is a moft pathetical nit« 

[Exit Coftard, 
[Shooting -within. 
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fulihould be for thofe parts (which we. tafte and feel ' 

in^adarej that do fniftify in us, more than he. 

Tor as it would ill become me to be vain, indifcreet, or 

a fool ; 
So were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in a 

fchool. 
But omne bene, fay I ; being of an old father*8 mind. 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. - 

Dull, You two are book-men; can you teU by your 
wit. 
What was a month old at Cain-s birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet ? 

Hoh Didynna, good-man DuUj Didynna, good maa 
BuU. 
- Dull What is Didynnaf 

NatL A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the Moon. 

Hoi, The moon was a month old, when Adam was 
no more: 
And raught not to five weeks, when he came to fivc- 

fcore. 
Th* allufion holds in the exchange. 

Dull 'Tis true indeed; the coUufion holds in the ex- 
change. 

HoL God comfort thy capacity! I fay, the allufion 
holds in the exchange. 

Dull, And I fay, the pollution holds in the exchange ; 
for the moon i& never but a month old: and I fay befidey 
that 'twas a pricket that the Princefs kill'd. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will ydu hear an cxtemporal epi- 
taph on the death of the deer? and to humour the igno- 
rant, 1 have call'd the deer the Princefs kill'd, 2i pricket. 

NathL Perge^ good Mailer Holofemes^/^r^tf; fo it fhall 
pleafe you ta abrogate fcurrility. 

Hoi, t will fomething affed the fettier; for it argues 
fecility.. 

The pralfeful Princefs pierced and prickt 

A pretty pleqfing pricket $ 
Some fay ^ afore; but notafore^ 

Till now made fore with fhootlng^ 
The dogs did yell ; put L to fore, 

T hen foreljumpt from thicket ; 

P 2 Or 
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Or pricket fore t or elf e for el ^ 

The people fall a booting. 
If fore before^ tben L to fore 

Makes fifty fores of for el. 
Of one fore I an bundred make, 

By adding but one more Zr. 

Natb. A rare talent! ' 

Dull, If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him 
with a talent. 

HaU This 18 a gift that I have, fimple, fimple; a 
foolifh extrivagant ipirit, full of forms, figures, fliapes, 
obje6^8, ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. 
Thefc are begot in the ventricle of memory, nourifh'd 
in the womb of pia mater, and deh'ver'd upon the mel- 
lowing of occafion; but the gift is good in thofe 'vn 
whop! it is acute, and I am thankful for it. 

Natb. Sir, I praife the Lord for you, and fo may my 
parifhioners ; for their fons are well tutor *d by you, and 
their daughters profit very greatly under you ; you are a 
good member of the commonwealth. 

HoL Mehercle, if their fons be ingenious, they (hall 
want no inftruftion : if their daughters be capable, 1 
will put it to them. But 'u'lr fapit, qui pauca loquitur; 
a foul feminine faluteth us. 

SCENE III. Enter Jaqtienetta, and Coflard. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, Matter Parfon*. 
Good Mailer Parfon, be fo good as read me this letter? 
it was given me by Coftard, and fcnt me from Don Ar- 
matho ; 1 befeech you, read it. [^Natb. reads to himfelf* 

HoL Fatifie, precor, geltda quando pecus omnefub umhra 

Ruminatf 



' Mafter Parfon. 



. HoL Matter Parfon, quafi Pcrfon. And if one fliould be picrcU 
which is the one? 

Coft. Marry, Msfter Schoolmafter, he that is liked to a bogi^ 
head. 

Hoi. Of piercing a hogfhead, a good luftre of conccif in a turf 
of earth, fire enough for a ftmi, ^ai\ c\i«\i^Vv for a fwicc: 'Ti» 
P''ctty, it is well. 

7k7^. Good Maftcr, &c. 
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Rumnat^ and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan *, I 
may fpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice ; Vine» 
^iof Finegla! qui non tevedi, ei non te pregia. Old Man- 
tuan, old Mantuan ! who underftandeth thee not, loves 
thee not: — ut re fol la mi fa. Under pardon. Sir, what 
are the contents? Or rather, as Horace fays in his: What! 
my foul ! verfes? 

Nath. Ay, Sir, and very learned. 
Hoi, Let me hear a itaff, a fbanza, a verfe; Lege^ 
Donane* 
Nath. If love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear to 
love? 
Ah, never faith, could hold, iTnot to beauty vow*d ; 
Tho* to myfelf forfworn, to thee 1*11 faithful prove ; 
Thofe thoughts to me are oaks, to thee like oilers 
bow'd. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes; 
Wliere all thofe pleafures live, that art would com- 
prehend: 
H knowledge be the mark, to know thee (hall fuf^ 
fice; 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee com- 
mend. 
"All ignorant that foul, that fees thee without won- 
der: 
Which is to me fome praife, that I thy parts ad- 
mire; 
Thy eye Jove's Ughtning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder; 
Which, not to anger bent, is mufic, and fweet 
fire. 
Celeftial as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong. 
That lings heav'n's praife with fuch an earthly 

tongue. 

Hx)L You find not the apoftrophes, and fo mifs the 

accent. Let me fupcrvife the canzonet. Here are 

Only numbers ratify 'd 5 but for the elegancy, facility^ 

and golden cadence of poefy, caret: Ov'idius Nafo was- 

P 3 the 
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the man. And why, indeed, Na/o; but for fmelling 
out the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the jerks of inven- 
tion? imhariy is nothing: fo doth the hound his mailer, 
the ape his keeper, the try'd horfe his rider. But, Danuh 
Jella Flrgimy was this diredly to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, Sir, from one Monfieur Biron, to one of 
the ftrange Queen's ladies. * 

Hoi, I win overglance the fuperfcript. To the fnovh 
nvhtte hand of the mojl heauteoiu Lady Rofalme, 1 wOf 
look again on the intelledl of the letter, for the no- 
mination of the party writing to the perfon mitten 
unto. 



Tour Lady fhip^s in tiH dejired employment^ Birok. "^ 

This Biron is one of the votaries with the King; and 
here he hath fram'd a letter to a fequent of the ftrangcr ^ 
Queen's, which accidentally, or by the way of progref- "^ 
fion, hath mifcarr)''d. Trip and go, my fweet ; deliver 
this paper into the hand of the King ; it may concern 
much; ftay not thy compliment; I fbrgiye thy duty: 
adieu. 

Jaq. Good Coflard, go with me. Sir, God fave your 
life. 

Co/I, Hav^ with thee, my girl. 

lExeuniCoft, and Jaq* 

Nath, Sir you have done this in the fear of God very 
religioufly : and as a certain father faith 

Hoi, Sir, tell me not of the father, 1 do fear colourable 
colours. But, to return to the verfes; did they pleafe 
you. Sir Nathaniel? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

HoL I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain pupil 
of mine; where if (being repaft) it fhall pleafe you to gra- 
tify the table with a grace, I will, on my privilege 1 have 
with the parents of the aforefaid child or pupil, undertake 
yoixrhen vemito; where will I prove thofe verfes to be ve» 
ry unlearned, neither favouring of poetiy, wit, nor inven- 
tion. I befcech your fociety. 

Nath. And thank you too : for fociety (faith the text) 
is the happinefs of life. 
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HoL And, certes, the text moll infallibly concludes it. 
Sir, 1 do invite you too; J] To DulL~\ you (hall not fay 
me, Nay: Pauca verba. Away, the gentks are at their 
game, and we will to our recreation* 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Birorij nrnth a paper In his hand^ atone* 

Biron. The King is hunting the deer, I am courfing 
myfelf. They have pitcht a toil, i am toiling in a pitph ; 
pitch, that defiles ; defile ! a foul word : well, fet thee 
down, forrow ; for fo they fay the fool faid, and fo fay I, 
and I the fool. Well prov'd wit. By the Lord, this 
love is as mad as Ajax, it kills fheep, it kills me, 1 a fheep. 
Well prov'd again on my fide. ' 1 will not love ; if I do. 
hang me; i'faith, 1 will not. O, but her eye: by this 
Ught, but for her eye, I would not love ; yes, for her two 
eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but He, and lie 
in my throat. By heaven, I do love ; and it hath taught 
me to rhyme, and to be melancholy; and here is part of 
my rhyme, and here my melancholy. WeH, ftie hath 
one o* my fonnets already; the clown bore it; the fool 
fent it, and the lady hath it: fweet clown, fweeter fool, 
fweeteft lady ! By the world, I would not care a pin if 
the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper ; 
God give him grace to groan. [^Heji'ands ajtde. 

Enter the King* 

King, Ay me ! 

Biron. Shot, by heaven ! proceed, fweet Cupid ; thou 
haft thumpt him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap : 
in faith, fecrets. ■■■ ■ 

King^ [reads. J So fweet a kifs the golden fun gives 
not 
To thofe frefh morning-drops upon the rofe. 
As thy eye-beams, when their frefh rays have fmote 

The night of dew, that on my cheeks down flows; 
Nor (hines the filver moon one half fo bright. 
Through the tranlparcnt bofom of the <k^^^ 
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As doth thy face through tears of mine give Eght;. 

Thou (hin'ft in every tear that I do weep ; 
No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee, 

So ridcft thou triumphing in my woe. 
Do but behold the tears that fwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will (hew v 
But do not love thyfelf, then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glaffes, and ftill make me weep. 
O Queen of Queens, how far dolt thou excel ! 
No thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell.-^ 

How fhall fhe know my griefs? I'll drop the papery. 
Sweet leaves, fhade folly. Who is he comes here? 

[The Kmgjleps qfick. 

Enter Longavtlle. 

What ! Longaville ! and reading ! liften, ear. 

Blron, Now in thy likenefs one more fool appears. 

Long, Ay me! I am'forfworn. 

Blron* Why, he comes in Uke a perjure, wearing papcr«r 

King. In love, I hope; fweet fellowfhip in fhame. 

Blron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Long, Am I the firft that have been peijur'd fo? 

Blron, I could put thee in comfort ; not by two that I 
know ; 
Thou mak'ft the triumviry,the three-corner-cap of fociety, 
The (hape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up fimplicity. 

Long, I fear, thefe ftubbom lines lack power to move: 
O fweet Maria, Eraprefs of my love, 
Thefe numbers will I tear, and write in profe. 

Blron, O, rhymes are guards on wanton Cupid's hofe: 
Disfigure not his flop. 

Long, The fame^^all go. [He reads thefonnet. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

(^Gainft whom the luorld cannot hold argument J 

Perfuade my heart to this falfe perjury ? 

Vows ^ for thee broke^ deferve not punl/hment : 

A woman Iforfwore; hut I wtUpro^, 
Thou being a goddefs^ Iforfwore not thee. 

My 
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My vow was earthy ^ ihou a heavenly love: 

Thy grace being gained, cures all difgrace In me. 
Vows are but breathy and breath a vapour is; 

Then thou fair funy which on my earth dojl Jhine^ 
Exhat[ft this vapour-vow; in thee it is; 

If broken then, it it no fault of mine; 
If by me broke f what fool is not fo wife 

To lofe an oath to win a parad\fe? 

Biron, This is the h'ver-vcm, which makes fleft a 
deity ; 
i green goofe a goddefs : pure, pure idolatry. 
rod amend us, God amend, we are much out o' th' way. 



Enter Dumain. 

Long. By whom (hall 1 fend this? company ^ 

ftay. 

Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant play j 
^ike a demy-god, here lit 1 in the fky, 
^nd wretched fools' fecrets headfully o'er-eye : 
fore facks to the mill ! O hcav'na, I have my wi{h ; 
>umain transformed, four woodcocks in a difh I 

Dum. O mod divine Kate ! 

Siron. O moft profane coxcomb I \aftde, 

Dum. By heav'n, the wonder of a mortal eye! 

Biron. By earth, (he is but corporal ; there you lie* 

laftde. 

Dum, Her amber hairs for foul Imve amber coted. 

Biron, An ambei -coloured raven was well noted. 

l^jfide. 

Dum, As upnght as the cedar. 

Biron, Stoop, I fay; 
[er (houlder is with child. \aftde, 

Dum, As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as fome days; but then no fun muil fhine. 

\aftde. 

Dim* O that I had my wifh ! - 

Long., And 1 had mine! {jlfi*^^* 

Kmg* And mine too, good Lord I \jifide, 

Biron. 
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Biron. 
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Adir;:! 



Amen, fo I had mine! Is not that 
word ? 

Dum. I would forget her, but a fever (he 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembered be; 

Biron A fever in your blood! why then, mctfion 
Would let her out in fawcers, fweet mifprifion. [^ 
Dum. Once more Til read the ode, that I have writ I 
Biron, Once more I'll mark, how love can vary wit. J 



Dumain readt hirfonnet.- 

On a dayy ( alack ^ the ddy!) 

JL,9ve^ nx;hofe month is ever Mayy 

Spy^d a blojfom pajjingfair^ 

Playing in the ^Juanton^ air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wnd^^ 

j^ll unfeeny^gan paJTageJind; 

That the lover yjict to deaths 

Wi/h*d himfelftbe heavetCs breath. 

Airy (quoth he^) thy cheeh may blow 

Jiiry would I might triumph fo I 

Buty alack -i my hand is fworuy 

Ne^er to pluck thee from thy thorn r 

Votw^ alacky for youth unmeet^ 

Touthfo apt to pluck a f 'meet. 

Do not call itftn in me. 

That /'amforfwcrnfor thee.' ^ 

Thou for ivhom ev'*n Jove would fweoTy 

Juno hut an Ethiope were; 

And deny himftlffir Jovei 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

Tills will I fend, and fomethihg elfe more plainv 
Thd: (hall exprefs my true love's fcft'ring pain;. 
O, would the King, Biron, ami LongaviUe, 
Were lovers too 1' iU, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a pcrjur'd note: 
For none offend, where all alike do doat. 

Long. Dumain, thy love is far from chanty. 
That in love's grieTddir'ft ibciety ; {xomsngforwtirJL 
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may look pale; but 1 (hould blufh, I know^ 
€ o*er-heard, and taken napping fo. 
'ng. Come, Sir, you blufh; as his, your^cafe is fuch; 

[^coming forward. 
chide at him, offending twice as much, 
do not love Maria ? Longaville 
Qever fonnet for her fake compile ? 
never laid his wreathed arms athwart 
loving bofom, to keep down his heart ? 
ire been clofely fhrowded in this bufh, 

mark'dyou both, and for you both did blufh. 
ard your guilty rhymes, obferv'd your fafhion ; 
fighs reek from you, noted well your pafQou. 
ne ! fays one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 

hairs were gold, cryflal tjie other's eyes. 

would for paradife break faith and troth ; 
I Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath, 
at will Biron fay, when that he fhall hear 
iith infringed, whicli fuch zeal did fwear ! 

V will he fcom ? How will he fpend his wit ? 

V will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
all the wealth that ever 1 did fee, 

Duld not have him know fo much by mc. 
Viron. Now flep I forth to whip hypocrify. 
.good my Leige, I pray thee, pardon me. 

[coming forivard. 
)d heart, what grace haft thou thus to reprove 
;fe worms for loving, that art moft in love ? 
ir eyes do make no coaches in your tears,' 
*re is no certain Princefs that appears ? 
1*11 not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing ; 
h; none but minftrels like of fonnetting. 

are you not afham'd ? nay, are you not 
three of you, to be thus much o'erfhot ? 
I found his mote, the King your mote did fee : 

I a beam do find in each of three. 
ivhat a fcene of fool'ry have I feen, 
figlw, of groans, of forrow, and of teen ? 
ae, with what Itri^l patience have I fat, 
fec^ King transformed to a knot! 
fei^^tt Hercules whipping a gig, 
i^rw>und Solomon tuning a jig! 
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And Neftor play at pufli-pin with the boys, 
And Cynic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where h'es thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain; 
And gentle LongaviUe, where lies thy pain? 
And where my Liege's? all about the bread? 
A caudle, hoa ! 

King, Too bitter is thy jeft. 
Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view? 

Biron, Not you by me, but I betray*d by you. 
I that am honeil, I that hold it fin 
To break the vow I am engaged in, 
I am betray'd by keeping company 
With vane-like men, of ftrange inconftancy. 
When fhall you fee me write a thing in rhyme ? 
Or groan for Joan ? or fpend a minute's time 
In pruning me ? when fhall you hear, that I 
Will praife a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a ft ate, a brow, a breaft, a wafte, 
A leg, a limb ? 

King, Soft, whither awayfo faft? 
A true man or a thief, that gallops fo ? 

Biron, I poft from love ; good lover, let me ^o^ 

Enter jfaquenetta and Coftard. 

Jaq. God blefs the King! 

King, What prefent haft thou there ? 

Cofi, Some certain treafon. ' 

King, What makes treafon here? 

Cqft, Nay, it makes nothing, Sir. 

King, If it mar nothing neither, 
The treafon and you go in peace away together. 

Jaq, 1 befeech your Grace, let this letter be read, 
Our Parfon mif doubts it : it was treafon, he faid. 

King, Biron, read it over. \^He reads^tbe letter. 

Where hadft thou it? 

Jaq, Of Coftard. 

King, Where hadft thou it ? 

Coft, Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. - 

Kwg. How now, what is in you ? why doft thou tear 
it? 

BiroA, A toy, my Liege, a toy : your Grace needs not 
fear 'it. 

Long. 
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Long% It did more him to paffion, and therefore let't 

hear it. 
t)um. It is Birofl'd writing, and here is his name* 
Binm, Ah, you whorefon loggerhead, you were bon) 

to do me fh^me. [To CofianL 

lilty, my Lori, guilty: I confefs, I confefs. 
King. What? 
Blron, That yt)U three fboU-lackM me fool to make Up 

the mefa. 
?, he ^nd you; ami you, my Liege, and I 
•e ptck-puVles in love, and we deferve to die. 
difmifs this audience, and I fhall tell yt>tt mofe. 
Dum, Now the number is even . 
Blron. True, true ; we are four-: 
ill thefe turtles be gone ? 
King. Hence, Sirs, aWay. 

Coft. Wdk afide the trUc foUc, and let the traitors fizji 

[^Exeunt Coft, and JaqveH^ 
Blroh. Sweet Lords, fweet lovers, O, let us embrace; 

As true we are as flefh and blood can be. 
le fea will ebb and flow, heaven willfliew his face : 

Young blood doth not obey an okl decree. 
i cannot crofs the caufe why We were bom, 
lerefore of all hands muft we be forfworn. 
King, what, did thefe rent lines (hew fomc loVe <# 

thine ? 
Siron. Did they, quoth you? Who fees the bes^ealf 

Rofaline, 
lat (like a rude and favage man of Inde, 

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft) 
wB nolhis vaTfal head, and, ilrucken blind, 

Kiifes the bafe ground with obedient breall? 
bat peremptory eagle-fighted eye 

-©ares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
lat 18 not blinded by her majelly? 
Kmg, What ze^ what fury, hath infpir ^4 thee nowY 
r,km (her «uilref&) is a gracious moon j 
e (an attending Klar) fcarce fe^n a light. 
fi^froR. My eyes arc then no <^yeiB, nor I Biron. 
;> Qti i*?*^ for "^y }^^^>. ^^y would tum to night, 
^11 ounplcxions the cullM fovereignty 
[: Jio^mai^ ;a8 at a fair, inher fair cheek i 
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WKcpe fevend worthies make one dignity;- 

Where nothing wants, that want itfelf doth fed. 
Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues ; 

Fie, painted rhetoric ! O, (he needs it not : 
To things of fale a fellet's praife "belongs : 

She pafles praife; the praife, too fhort, doth bkii 
A wither'd hermit, fivcfcore winters worn. 

Might (hake off fifty, looking in hor eye: 
Beauty doth vamiih age, as if new-bom, 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy ; 
O, 'tis the fun that maketh all things (hine. 
King. By hcav'n, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron» Is ebony like her ? O wood divine 1 
A wife of fuch wood were felicity. 
O, who can give an oath ? where is a l)ook. 

That I may fwear. Beauty doth beauty lack» 
If that (he learn not of her eye to look ? 

No foce is fair, that is not full fo black ? 
^1^. O paradox, black is the badge of hell: 
The hue of dungeons, and the fcowl of night; 
And beauty's crete becomes the heavens well. 

Biron, Devils fooneft tempt, refembling fpirits of ligl 
O, if in black my Lady's brow be deckt, 

It'monms, that painting and ufurping hsur 
Should mvi(h doaters with a falfe afped: 

And therefore is (he bom to make black fair. 
IJer favour turns the fafhion of the days. 

For native blood is counted painting now^ 
-/i,nd therefore red, that would. avoid difpraife, 
Paints itielf black to imitate her brow. 
Dum, To look like her are chimney-fweepere bladk» 
JLong, And fince her time are colliers count^ brigfaj^ 
King* And Ethiops of their fweet complexion cra» 
Dum, Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light* 
. Btrom Your niiftrciles dare never trome in rain, 
- ' For fear their colours (hould be wafh'd away. 
I^ng, 'Twere good, yours did: for, Skj to tdl-fl 
plain, 
I'll find a fairer face hot wafh'd to-day. 
Bsron, Vll prove her fair, or t^ tjSL dooat^-i^ 

here. 
Kb^. No devil will fHght thee then famu^}^ ^ A< 
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"' Dunu I never ^new roan bold vfle ftufF'fo &ar. 

Long, Look, herc*i thy love ; my foot in her fece fec4 
Btnm. O, if the ftreets were paved with thine cyeH 
Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 
^ Dum* O vile ! then as (ho g^8^ what opward lied 
The ftreet fhould fee as flie walk'd over-head^ 
King, But what of this, are we not all in love ? 
Biron. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfwom. 
King. Then leave this chat ; and^ good Biron, m>w» 
prove 
mat loving lawful, and* our faith not torn. 

- Dum. Ay, marry, there ; fome flattery for this e^ 

Long* O, fome authority how to proceed; 
Ipme tricks, fome quillets, how ta cheat the. deviL 
f J)um. Some falve for peijurys 
^Biron. 0,/tis more than need. 
bve at you theii^ Affedioii's men at arms j 
|imfider what you firft did fwear unto : 
\ fall, to ftudy, and to fbc no woman f 

trcafoit 'pkvSi the kingly ftatc of yoitth; 
jf enik you hStl your ftomadis a» too young t 
1 abftinence ingenders maladies, 
where that yoti have vow'd to ftudy, (Lonfe,) 
\; that each of you hath forfwom his book, 
you ftiU dream, and pore^ and thereon lp>ok ^ 
• whepp would you, my Lord, or yoii, or ygiif 
: found the groond of ftudy 's excellence, 
bout the beauty of a woman's face f 
by, univerfy pliodding prifbns up 
c nimble fpints in the arteries; 
\ motion and^leng-durlng a6lion tires 
r finewy vigour of the trarveller. 
r, for not looking on a woman's fatfet 
have in that forfwom the ufe of eyes; 
ftudy too^ the caufer of your vow. 
: where is any author in the world ^ 

lies fuch duty as a woman's eye ? 
aing is but an adjun6^ to ourfelf f . 
. where we a»e, our kaming likewife is. 
i, whe^ ourfelyes we fee in ladies' eyes, 
• we not likewife fee our learning there? 
^trp bavc QUKk a vow to ftudy, Lords i 

Qj8 K\V^ 
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And in tkat vow we have forfwom our books : 
For when would you, my Lifge, or you, or yo^ 
In leaden contemplation have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the promplang eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with? 
Other flow arts entirely keep the brain ; ' 

And therefore finding barren pra6bTers, 
Scarce (hew a harveH of their heavy toik 

* But love, firft learned in a lady's eyes, 

* Lives not alone immured in the brain : 

* But with the motion of all elements, 

* Courfes as fwift as thought in every power ; 

* And gives to every power a double power, 

* Above their fun£^ions and their offices. 

* It adds a precious feeing to the eye : ^ 

* A lover*f eyes will gaze an eagle blind! 

* A lover's ear will hear the loweft found, 

* When the fufpicious head of theft is ftopt. 

* Love's feeling ia more foft and fenfible, 

• * Than are the tender horns of cockled fnails.' 
Love'a tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in tafte ; 
For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Hefperides? 
Subtle as Sphinx ; as fweet and mufical 
As bright Apollo's lute, ftrung with his hair; 
And when Love fpeaks the voice of all the god% 
Mark, heaven drowfy with the harmony! 
Never durft poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper'd with Love's figba; 
O then his lines would raviih favage ears. 
And plant iiji tyrants mild humility, ■ 
From womens' eyes this doftrine I derive i 
They fparkle ftill the right PnHncthean fire ; 
They are the books, the arts, the academies, 
That (hew, contain, and nourifh all the world; 
Elfe none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then fools you were thefe women to forfwear: 
Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools. 
For Wifdom's fake, (a word that all men love ) 
Or fbr Love's fake, (a word all women love ;) 
Or for mens' fake, (the author of thefe women ;) 
Or womens' fake, (by whom we men aie men :) 
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oaccf loie our oaths to fiod ourfelvcs ; 
we lofe ourfelves to keep our oaths. 
ligioB to be thus forfwor n> 
arity itfelf fulfils the laW i 
ho can fever love from charity ? 
\ Saint Cupidy then ! and, foldier^ to the field ! 
n* Advance your ftandards, and upon them, Lords; 
Jl, down with them; but be firft ad vis 'd, 
fli6k that yott get the fun of them, 
f . Now to plain-dealingy lay thefe glozes by ; 
« rrfolve to woo thefe girk of France ? 
^. And win them tooF^ therefore let us devifc 
mtertainment for them in their tents. 
ff. Firftyfrom the park let us condu^ them thxtherf. 
lomeward every roan attach the hand: 
fairmiftrefs; in the afternoon 
U with fome ftrange pa(Ume folace them^^ 
« the /hottnefs of the time can (hape :-. 
relsy daneesy malks, and merry hoursy \ 
n fair love, fbrewing her way with flowers* 
r. Away, away ! no time flmll be omitted^ 
vill be time, and may by us be fitted, 
•ji. Allons I Allons ! fown cockle reap'd no ooxi) ; 
ijuftice always whirls in equal meafure: 
ivenches may prove plagues to men forfwom; 
,. o w copper buys: no better treafure. [^Exeunim 

ACT V. SCENE L 

TBeJireHi 
inter Hohfcrnes^ Nathameh ond DuU. 

S/ITJS^quodfufficU. , 

\, I praife God for you. Sir, your reafone at dftr* 
ive been (harp and fententions j» ^Icafant v i^iout 
ty, witty without affeftation., aildaciouF. v.-.hc^jt 
;ncy, learned without opiiiion, and r.nnj;.. \v; 
1 did con'vccfc this qundani day vvith « c. 

0^3 - '^ 
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nioa of the King^s, who is intitledy nomiaated, or calie4 
Don Ai-'riano de Arwiado. ^y^ 

HoL Novi homiMMif tamqmam tt. His humour is loityi 
his difcourfc peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye am^ 
bilious, his gate majefUcal, and his general behaviour vaiof; 
n'diculous, and thraXonical. He is too piqued, too fpruce^ 
tiX) afieded, too odd^ as it were ; too peregtinate, as-i ma|^! 
call it. ^ j 

Nath. A mod fingular and choice epithet. 

\^D-ram)s out his tnhh-iwh 
HoL He draweth out the thread of his verbofity finef, 
than the ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch fanaticar 
phantafnis, fuch infociable and point -derife eompaniouf d 
fuch rackers of orthography, as tot {peak, dout, fine, wbes. 
he (hould fay, doubt; det, when he (hould pronounce ^ 
debt; d, e, b, t; not d, e, t: he clepetli a csdf, cauf ; hal^ 
hauf; neighbour vocatur nebour; neigh* abbreviated nti 
This is abominable, which we A&xmid call abhominablcs 
it infinuateth me of infan&y^ Ne inteUigtSy Donme^ tdi 
make frantic, lunatic? 

Nath. Laut Deo^ hone intelHgo. 
HoL BoneP'^^-^honeyiQihaic; Prifcianalitde f<iratoh*(ii 
*t\wll fcHEC.. 

SCENE II. Enter Armaddy Mothy and CoJarL 

"Nath, Vtdefue quh venit. ?' 

HoL V'tdeoy Idi gaudioi. 

Arm. China. 

HoL ^are chim, not firrah.? 

Arm.- Men o£ peace,, well encountered'., 

HoL Moft military Sir, falutation. 

Moth, They have been at a great fcafi of langnage^j 
and ftok the fcraps. 

CoJI. O,. they have livM long en ^e alm84>afket of 

§ words* I marvel thy mafler hath not eaten thee flr>J 

word*; for thou art not fo long by the head as bonofijh 

ioiiBtu^CnUatihuj^^^oM art eafier fwallow'd than a- hf^ 

dragon. ' 

MotL Peace, the pejd begins. 

Aenu^ Monfieur^ are you not lettered?; 
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K Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn-book : 
I A B fpek backward with a horn oahis head?* 
hzipueritlaj with a horn added. 
k Da, nioft filly ftleep* with- a horm You Hear 
nfng; 

.^Bor, qufSi thou confonant ? 
L The third* of the five vowels, iTyou repeat them ;. 
fifth, if I. 

I will' repeat tBiem, av e,. t, j 
4^4 The fheep; the other two conchides it, o^ vl. 
u Now, by the fait wave of the Mediterraneom, a 
ouch, a quick venew of wit; fnip, ihap, quick 
me; it rejoicetlvniyinteUeft; true wit. 
b. Offer'd' byachild' to an old man-: which it: 
L 

. What 18 the figure? what w the figure? 
'b* Moms. ' 

. Thdu difputeft like an infant ; goi whip thy gig 
fA» Lend me your horn to make one, and 1 
about your infamy circUm arcd^ a gigg of a cue* 
hamk. 

'. An*" I had but one penny in the world j thou* 
ft have it to buy ginger-bread ;- hold, there is the 
lemuneration I had of thy mafter, thou halfpenn]^ 
af wit, thou pidgeon-egg of difcrietion. O, that 
Mv'hs were fo^cafed, tiiat thou wert but my 
I! what a joyfiiil father wouldft thou make me? 
» thou haft it ad dunghill; at the finger's ends, as 
ay^. 

\ O', I finell fatfe Latin, diingbtU for unguem, 
n Arts-man, praamhula; we will be fingled from 
irbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge- 
on die top of the mountain? 
I Or m^/ the hilL 

n% At your fweet pka^ure^ for the moudtakin. ^ 
L 1 do, Jans quefiion, 

m* Sir, It is the King^s moft fweet pleafure tcdk 
oaf, to (SongratuTate the FrincefV at tier pavilion, in 
jUddr^ of this day, which the rude multitude cafl^ 
li9iio<tn« ' '* 

r. The foficrior of the day, moft generous jSir, xi. 
|b>eo0gruent,^aiid meafiarabk for tke afternoon: 
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the word is well cuU'd, choice^ fweet^ aad apt, Idoraf- , 
fureyouy Sir, I do aflure. 

^rm, Sir» the King is » noble gentleman^ and rSxj fa-* 
miliar ; I do alTure you, my very gqod friend ; for what 
16 inward between us, let it pafs — I do befeech thee, r6- 
* member thy courtcfy-^— 7— I befeech thee," appcurelthj 
heady ■ and among other importunate aad moft ferioui 
defigns, akid of great import indeed too — bntkt that pa&: ' 
—for I muil tell thee, it w31 pknie fai» Grace (by the 
world} fometkne to lean upon my poor (hould^y and 
with his royal iiftger thus daDy with my excrement, with 
my muilacbio ; but, fweet hearty let that pais. By th^ 
world, I recount no fat^e; fome certain i^ccial hoiK>tir» 
it pkafcth his Greatnefs to impart to Armado^a fddier, 
*a man of travel, that hath feen the world ; but let thttt 

pafs the very all of all is but, fweet heart, I do 

implore fecrecy that the King would have me prefent 

the Prineefir (fwoet chuck) with fome dd%htlbl often- 
Cation, or (how, or pageant, or antic, or fii'e-work. Now, 
underdanding that the curate and your- fweet ftlf are 
good at fuch eruptions, and fudden breaking out of mirths 
(as it wcrjc,) I haFve a6(|iwiated you wi^bal^^ta^ endtO' 
crave your affiflance. 

HoL Sir, you (hall prefent before h^ the nine wofthief* 
&Cf as- concerning £omt entertainment <^ time, fome ihovF 
in tJti^fofieinor of this day, to be rendered by ctir affifbiBt» 
at the King^s comMiand, and this mod gc^antr iUuAratf*. 
aad kamed gentlentan, before the Princef^:- I fay^ none 
fo fit as to prefent the* nine worthies. 

NatL Where wiU you find met> wtort%: enough to^ 
pcefent ti^m ? 

Hoi. Jo(ki»9 yourfelf ; this gallant man* Jud^sMatft 
cabeus; this fwain^ (becaufe of ht3 g^at limb: or joint) 
(hall pafs Pompey the great; and the ^ge, Herci^o^ 

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error: he is not quantity enough 
for that worthy's thumb; he is not fo b^, as the tu^ of 
Ma club. r-_ 

Hoi. Shalt I have aiudience? he (hc^ prefcnt HeN 
onles in minority; his Enkf and ^^i/ (hall be ftrangr 
Img a fnake; and I wifl. have an apology {or that puj^ 
BPle.: ^ r . 

4ila(ii* fAj^fKcelknt deyi^^^s for i^faitjif.of th«» iwd^t^lsst^ 
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hifs, you may cry; « Well done, Hercules, now thou 
** cruHiei}; the fnake ;" that is the way to make a» o£« 
* knot gfaciooSf tho' few have the giace to do it. 

jirm. For the reft of the worthies, 

Ifo/. I will play three myfelf. 

Mofhn Thrice-worthy gentleman ! 

jfrm* Shall I tell you a thing? 

HoL We attend. 

^Jp^ffi. We will have, i£ this fadge not, an antic. I he* 
feech you, follow. 

IM» Via! good-man Dull, thou haftfpoken no word 
all this whAe- 

Duil. Nor underftood none neither. Sir. 

HoL AUons; we will employ thee. 

DuU, I'll make one in a damce, or fo: or I will play 
#a the tahor to the worthies, and let them dance the 
hay. 

HoL Moft dull, boncft, Dull, to our fport away. 



SCENE III. Before the Prwcefs's pawUon. 

Enter Prtncefs^ and LaSet, 

Prm, Sweet hearts, we (hall be rich ere we depart, 
If £uring9 come thus plentifoUy in. 
A lady walj'd about with diamonds ! . 
Look you, what I have from the loving King. 

Raf Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ? 

Pritt, Nothing but this? yes, as much love in rhyme. 
As would be cranun'd up in a (heet of paper. 
Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all ; 
That he wad feun to feal on Cupid's name. 

Rrf. Thgit was the way to make his godhead wax. 
For he liath been five thoufand years a boy. 

Cath, Ay, and a fhrewd unhappy gallows too. ^ 

Rof. You'll ne'er be friends with him; hekill*dyour 
filler. 

dab. He made her melancholy, fad and heavj^i^ 
4kiii^ fo /he died ; had (he been light, like you, 
^i)^ ^^^xvY%^ I^inftble4 ftirryig fpiriti 

^ She 
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She miglit hitt been a gnA^i^ttcihedf^d* 
Andi fa tmf you^ §or a light heart Imc long; 

i^^ What's JOJK dark meanings nioiilbf of thn 
wocd^ 

Co/iS. A light condition, ia a beauty dark. 

Rof. We need moUe Hght to find your xn««i]ing out* 

Caih, You'll mar the hght^, by taking k ht fnuff: 
Therefore I'll darkly end the argument. 

Rof. Look, what ytm do; anddo it itiH i' tVdark. 

Caih. So do not you, for you are a Hght wendu 

Rof, Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefbre light* 

Caib. You weigh me not ; O, that's, yon care not 
for me. 

Rof, Gres% reafon ; for paft cure is ftill pafli car€. 

Priiu Wdl bandied both*,; a &t cf wit wdlplaynL. 
But, Rofiilige, you have a favour too^ '^ 

Who fent it ? and what is it ? 

Rojf. I wadd yon kacyt^ 
Arid if ioiy face were but as fair as yours^ 
My favour were as great ; be witnefs this. 
Nay, I have verfes too, I thank Biron. 
The numbers tnutr.and were the numb^rmg too^. 
I were the faireft goddefs on the ground. 
I am compared to twenty thouiand fairs. 
^Q, he hath drawn my pidure in his letter* 

PrHk Any thing ^e? 

Rof, Much in the le«te»r noting io the pii^d^ 

Prin. fi^auteouaas^ifrkl a goidd eoncltlfiOn. 

Cath, F^t as ^ timt S> in a co|ry*book« 

Rif Wttre pencils *4 How? \^ imntit Sb ytfUlf . 
debtor, 
My red dominicid, my golden letter. 
O, that your fece were not fo fuH a( Oen! 

Cad. Pox of that jeft, And I befhrew ^ ftttem.^ 

Prm, But whsM^ was fent to you from fefe Dutoaio^? 

Cath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin, Did he not fend you twain ^ 

Catif, Yes, Madam; and moreover. 
Some thoufand verfes of a faithful loven 
A huge-<ranf}atk)n of hjrpocrify, 

* Meaning to check Catharine for her ^a^bting; pencil being i 
^itting-bruih. 4 
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)Bipil'd9 praBDiHid. n^Miaty. 

lliti, and thdle penis, to bk iiEat L— gaiBi; 
eristoo loDg fay hilf a aie. ^ 

I think no kis; daft thou not Wh m lievt» 
in sere longer, and the letter Ihott? 

Ay^ or I would thcfe hands might never pant* 

We are wi£e giilB, to mock oar lovein for^ 
They are worfe fiools to purdudc mocking (o. 
ne Biran» Pll toetuie ere I go. 
I knew he were but in by th* week ! 
nrould make him £siwn, and beg, and feck, 
it the feafon,.ando^erve the times, 
nd his prodigal wits in bootlefs rhymes, 
ipe his fervic^ all to my behefts, 
ike him proud to make me proud with jefts : 
rnt like * would I o*er-fway his ftate, 

(hould be my fool, and I his fate f. 

None arcfb furely caught, when they are catchV!, 
tum'd fool; folly, inwifdom hatch 'd, 
ifdoQi's warrant, and the help of fchool; 
t's own grace to grace a teamed fooL 
The blood of youth bums not in fuch exqcfsi 
ity's revolt to wantonnefs. 

Folly in fools bears not fo (bong a notei 
'ry in the wife, when wit doth doat : 
I the power thereof it doth apply » 
e, by wity worth in iimplicity. 



SCENE IV. Enter JBt^a. 

Here domes Boyet, and mirth is in his face* 
'. O, I am ftabb'd with bughter; where's hd 

Grace? 
. Thy news, Boyet? 
f. Prepare, Madam, prepare* 
>cncfaek, :inn; encounters mounted are 
I four peace; love doth approach difguil'd^ 

Aftntw 

ta#t have li^es a)wp7» Ip^k'd j^ofi Aoc oelj as dM AilyiM 
vaL#.pi.aS7«MCcs. 
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Armed in arguments ; youTl be furpns'd* 
Muiler your ^itt^ Hand in. your own defence* . 
Or hide your headi like cowards* and fly hence. J 

Prut, Sahit Dennis, to Saint Cupid! what are the^ H 
That charge their breath againil us? fay, fcout> fay.- 'i 
Boyei, Under the cool (hade of a fyCiimore> ■ - '\ 

\ thought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hour; 
When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos'd reft, / J 

Toward that ftiade, 1 might behold, addreft i 

The King and his companions; warily Z^- 

1 ftole into a neighbour thicket by> • ' 

And overheard what you (hall overhear; 
That, by and by, difguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knavifli page. 
That well by heart hath conn'd his embaffagek 
A6Uon and accent did they teach him there ; 
Thus muft thou fpeak, and thus thy body beaij 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
J^refence majeiUcal would put him out : 
For, quoth the King, an angel (halt thou fee; 
Yet fear not thoii, but fpeak audaciouily. 
The boy replied. An angel is not evil ; 
I (houid have fcarM her, had (he been a devil. > ■ 

With that all laugh'd, and clapp'd him on the flioul3itf| 
Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder. 
One rubb'd his elbow thus, and ileer'd,-and fwons> 
A better fpeech was n^vcr fpoke before. 
Alhother with his finger and his thumbs 
Cry'd Fia! we willdo't, come what will come* 
The third he caper'd, and cry'd, All goes well* 
The fourth tum*d on the toe, and down he fell* 
With that they all did tumble on the ground. 
With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound^ 
That in this fpleen ridiculous appears. 
To check their folly, paflion's folenra tenure. 

Ptin. But what, but what, come they to vifit Ud? 
Boyet. They do, they do ; and are apparell'd thus, j^ 
Like Mufcovites, or RuISans, as Iguefs. 
Their purpofe is to parley, court, alid danc^; 
And «very one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his fev*ral miftrefs; which th^*ll know, 
By^feVotlrs fev'ral, which they didb^ow* .^ 
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Prin. And will they fo? the gallants (haU be taflcM; 
or. Ladies, we will every one be ma/k'd: 
nd not a man of them (haU have the g^race^ 
efpight of fuit, to fee a lady's face, 
{old, RofaHne ; this favour thou (halt wear, 

then the King will court thee for his dear« 
lold, take you this, my fweet, and give toe thine; 
> fliall Biron take me for Rofaline, 
ad change your favours too ; fo (hall your loves 
y'oo contrary, deceived by thefe removes, 
Rof Come on then, wear the favours inoft in fight. 
Ca^/j, But in this changing, what is your intent^ 
Prin, Th' efFedl of my intent is to crofi thetn; 
hey do it but in mocking merriment, 
^nd mock for mock is only my intent. 
Pheir feveral councils they unbofom (hall 
1^0 loves miftook, and fo be mock'd withal, 
P^Jpon the next occafion that we meet, 
?With vifages difplay'd, to talk and greet. 
> Rof. But (haH we dance, if they defire u« to*t? 

Prin. No; to the death, we will not move a foot; 
■^or to their penn'd fpeech render we no grace : 
^ Jut while 'tis fpoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill thefpeaker's heart. 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it ; and 1 make no doubt* 
The reft wall ne'er' come in, if he be out. 
^There's no fuch fport, as fport by fport o'erthrown. 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 
So (hall we ftay, mocking intended game; 
And they, well mock'd, depart away with (hame. 

Boyet. The trumpet founds; be ma(k'd, the ma(ker8 
come. 

SCENE V. 

£nfer the Kmgy Btron^ LongaviUcf Dumain, and attendants^ 
iUfguis'd Rke Mufcovites ; Moth with mufic^ as for a 
mufquerade. 

Moth, AH hati, the richejl heantles on the earth! 

Vol. ir. R Bt^et. 
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BoytL Beaudes no richer than rich taffiua* / 
Moth. A hofy parcel ofthefalreft dames y 
Thai ever twmd their bach to mortal vtews. 

[The todies turn their hacks to iA 
Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Moth. That ever turned their eyes to mortal 

Biron. True: w/, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours^ heavenly fpiritSf voucl^ 
Not to behold. 

Biron. Once to behold, rogrue. 

Mothp Once to behold with your Jun-heamed eyeS' 
JVith yq^rfun-heamfid eyes . 

Boyet, They will not anfwer to that epi^et; 
You were beft call it daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth, They xlo not mark me, and that brings me ovfi 

Biron. Is this your perfedneft ? be gone, you rogue. 

Rof. What would thefe ftrangers I ^now their njiiuil 
Boyet. 
If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our will 
That fome plain man recount their piirpofcs* 
Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the Pnncefs? 

Biron. Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. What would they, fay they? 
^ Boyet, Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation, 

Rof. Why, that they have ; and bid them fo be gone. 

Boyet. She fays, you have it ; and you may be gone. 

King. Say to her, we have meafur'd many miles, 
To tread a meafure with her on the grafs. 

Boyet, They fay,, that they have meafur'd many a 
mile. 
To tread 9 meafure with you on this gfafe, 

R<f. It is not fo. Afk them, how many inchet 
Is in one mile : if they have meafur'd many. 
The meafure then of one is eaiily told. 

* Boyet. If to come hither you have meafur'd nulcs, 
And m^ny miles; the Princefs bids you tell. 
How many inches doth fill up ope mile? 

Biron. Tell her, we meafure them by weary fte/»i 

fioyet. She hears herfel£ 
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\ Rof* How many weary ftq)8 
TBiany weary miles you have o'ergone, 
i numbered in the travel of one mile ? • 



We number nothing that we fpend for yoir; 
duty is fo ricn, fo infinite, 
we may do it ftill without accotnpt. 
►uchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your fiace, 
lat we (like favages) may worfhip it- v 

Rof. My face is but a moon, and elouded> too. 
King. BlefTed are douds, to do as fueh clouds do. 
^ouchfafe, bright moon, and thefe thy ftars, to fhine 

fe cloudfr removed) upon our watery eyne. 
Rofn O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter 5 
lou now requeft'ft but moon^ine ifi the water. 
King* Then in our mcafure vouchfefe but one change ; 
bid'ft me beg, this begging is not ftrange. - 
^^ Rof. Hay, muiic, then j nay, you muft do it foon, 
Pkot yet? no dance? thus change I, like the moon. 

IGng. W3l you not danec? how come you thus c- 

ftrang'd? 
Rof. You took die moon at full, but now fhe'i 

ehang'd. 

King. Yet fSlI (he is the moon, and I the man^ 
^'he mufic pkys, vouchfafe fome motion to it# 
Rof. Our cars vouchfafe it. 
- Kmg. But your legs flieuld do \t. 
Rof. Since you are ftrangers, and come here By chance^ 
^c'flnot be nice; take hands; — we will not dance. 

King. Why take you hands then 1 
- Rof Only to pwt friends ; 
Court'fy, fweet hearts, and fo the meafurc ends. 
King. More meafure of this meafure ; be not nice. 
Rof We can afford no more at fuch a price. 
King. Prize yourfelves then ; what buys your company? 
Rof Your abfence only. 
King. That Can never be. 
Rof Then cannot we be bought; and fo adieu; 
Twice to your vifor, and half once to you. 

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.^ 

Rof. In private then. 

King. I am beil pleas'd with that. 

« R 2 Riron, 
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Biroa, White-handed millrefs, one fweet word 

thee. a 

Prin, Ho;iey, and milky and fugar, there is three. 

Biron. Nay then^ two treys; and if you grow fo nieci 
Methegline, wort, and malniey;— — well run, dice: 
There's half a dozen fweets. 

Prln. Seventh fweet, adieu; 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 

Biron, One word in fccret. 

Prin, Let it not be fweet. 

Biroftm Thou griev'ft my galL 

Prm. Gall? bitter 

Birou, Therefore meet. 

Dwn. Will you vouchfafe ydth me to change a wonya 

Mar, Name it. 

Dum, Fair Lady, 

Mar. Say you fo ? fair Lord : 
Take that for your fair Lady. 

Dum. Pleafe it you; 
As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 

Catk. What, was your vifor made without a tongue} 

Long, I know the reafon. Lady, why you aik. 

CaiL 0> for your reafon 1 quickly. Sir; I long. 

Long, You have a double tongue within your madct 
And would afford my fpeechlefs vizor hulf. 

Catb, Veal, quoth the Dutch-man ; ia not veal a calf? 

f^ong* A calf, fair Lady? 

CatL No, a fair Lord calf. 

Long. Let's part the word. 

Cath. No, I'll not be your half; 
Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 

Long, X^ook, how you butt yourfelf in thefe fharp 
mocks ! 
Win you give horns, chafte Lady ? do not fo. 

Cath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 

Cath. Bleat foftly then, the butcher hear& you cry. 
Boyet* The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor's edge, invincible, 

Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen : 
Above the fenfe of fcnfible, fo fenfible 

See»€tti 
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Ikemeth their conference^ their conceits have wings ; 
^Fleeter than arrows, bullets^ wind, thought, fwifter 
, things. 

» Rof. Not one word more, my maids; breslk off, break 
off. 
Biron, By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure feoff. 
King, Farewell, mad wenches; you have fimple wits. 

[^Exeunt King and Lords. 

SCENE VL 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Mufcovites. 
Arc thcfe the breed of wits fo wondered at ? 

Boyet, Tapers they are with your fwe^ breaths puff'd 
out. 

Rof* Well-liking wits they have; grofs, grofs; fat, 
. fat. 

Pria, O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout ! 
Win they not (think you) hang themfelves to-night ^ 

Or ever, but in vizors, (hew their faces! 
This pert Biron was out of count'nance qukcr 

Rof, O! they were all in lamentable cafes. 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word» 

Prin. Biron did fwear himfelf out of all fuit* 

Mar* Dumain was at my fervice,and his fword: 
No, pouttf quoth I ; my fervant flraight was mute* 

CatL Lord Longaville faid I came o'er his heartit 
And tjpow you what he call'd me? 

Prln, Q^alm, perhaps. 

Caib* Yes, in good faith.. 

Prm. Go, iicknefs as thou art I 

Rof. Well, better wits have worn plain flatute-cape. 
But win you hear? the King is my love fwom. ' 

Prin* And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me^ 

Catb. And LongaviUe was for my fcrvice born. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as fure as bark on tree. 

Beyct. Madam, and pretty miflreffes, give ear ; 
immediately they wiU again be here 
[n their own (hapes ; for it can never be 
Fhej win digeft this harfh indignity. 

R 5 frln. 
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Prin* Will they return ? 

£oya. They will, they will, God knows ; 
And leap for joy, though they are lanfie with blows: 
Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair, 
Blow like fweet rofes in this fummer-air. 

Prin. How, blow? how, blow? fpeak to be underftood* 

Boy^, ** Fair ladies maflc'd, are rofes in the bud, 
** Or angels veil'd in clouds : are rofes blow^n, 
" Difmafic'd, their damaflc fweet commixture fhewn." 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! what (hall we do 
If they return in their own fhapes to woo ? 

Ro/l Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd,^ 
Let's mock them ftill, as well known, as difguis'd;. 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, | 

Difguis'd, like Mufcovites, in fhapelefs * gear ; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their (hallow (hows, and prologue vilely penn-'d. 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous. 
Should be prefented at our tent to us» 

BoyUt Ladies, withdraw, the gallants are at hand. 

Prill. Whip to our tents, as rocs run o'er the land. 

SCENE VIL Before the Princefs^s pavHion. 

Enter the Kingf Blron^ LongavtUe^ and Dumaln^ in tha^ 
own habits; Boyet meeting them. 

King. Fair Sir, God fave you ! Where's the Princefst 

Boyet, Gone to her tent. 
Pleafe it your Majefty, command me any fervice to her? 

JCtnff. That (he vouchfafe me audience for one worct . 

Boyet, I will ; and fb will (he, I know, my Lord [Exif^ 

Biron. This fellow pick up wit, as pigeons pe^fej 
And utters it again, when Jove doth pleafe ; 
He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares 
At wakes and wa(ral8, meetings, markets, fairs: 
And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know. 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch (how. 

• Uncouth. . 



«c. 8. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 15^^ 

^This gaSant pins the wenches on his fleeve; 

* Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve. 
He can carve too, and llfp : why, this is he 

'TTiat kifs'd away his hand in courtefy ; 
nThis is the ape of form, Monfieiir the nice, 
^That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
C In honourable terms : nay, he can ling; 
I A mean moft mainly ; and, in ufhering-,, 
[ Mend him who can j the ladies call him fweet ;: 
' The ftairs, a& he treads on them, kifs his feet. 
This is the flower that fmiles on every one. 
To (hew his teeth as white as whale's bone. 
And confciences that will not die in debt. 
Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet. 

King. A bliiler on his fweet tongue with my hearts 
That put Armado's page out of his part ! 

SCENE VIIL 

I Enter t^ Frincefs^ RofaUney Maria^ Catharine ^ Boyet^ and 
I attendants *• 

I ■ • . 

f King, We come to vifit you^ and purpofe now 
To lead you to our court ; vouchfaife it then. 
Prtn. This field (hall hold me, and fo hold your vow ; 

* Nor God, nor I, delight in peijur'd men. 
IGng, Rebuke me not for that which you provoke j 

The virtue of your eye mult break my oath. 
4 Prin* You nick-name virtue ; vice you fhould have 
fpoke. 
For virtue's o£Gice never breaks mens* troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

-As the unfully'd lily, I proteft, 
A world of torments though 1 fhould endure. 



-attendants. 



Bhron, Sec, where it comes; behaviour, what wcrt thou. 
Till this man ihow*d thee? and what art thou now? 
'Xhg. All hail, fweet Madam, and fair time of d«y! 

^rhu Fair in all hail is foul, as 1 conceive. 
*^ JfMtg. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

Prin: Then wiih me better, I will give you leave* 

Jp«r^. We come, &c. 
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I would not yield to be your houfe's gueft : 
So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Of heav'nly oaths, row'd with integrity. 

Klng^ O, you have liv'd in defolation here, 

Unfeen, unvifited, much to our fhame. ' 
Prin, Not fo, my Lord ; it is not fo, I fwear ; 
We have had paftimes here, and pleafant game.^ 
A mefs of Ruilians left us but of Iat& 

King. How, Madam? Ruilians? 

Pritt, Ay, m truth, my Lord ;r 
Trim gallants, full of courtftiip, and of flatc. 

Rof. Madam, fpeak true. It is not fo, my Lord: 
My Lady (to the manner of the days] 
In courtefy gives undeferving praife. 
We four indeed, confronted were with four 
In Ruflian habit : here they flaid an hour. 
And talk'd apace \ and in that hour, my Lor^. 
They did not blefs us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools; but this 1 think, 
When they arc thirfty, fboW would fain have drinlu 

Biron. This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fvsrect,; 
Your wit makes wife things foolifh ; when we greet 
With eyea beft feeing heaven's fiery eye,. 
By light we lofe light; your capacity 
1% of that nature, as ta yoiir huge ftore 
Wife things feem fooliih, and rich things but poor.^ 

Rof, This proves you wife and rich; for in my eye—' 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong. 
It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue. 

Biron, Of I am yours, and all that I pofTefs. 

Rof All the fool mine? 

Biron. 1 cannot give you lefs.. 

Rof, Which of the vizors wasit that you wore ? 

Birom Where? when? what vizor? why demand yow 
this? 

Rof. There, then, that vizor, that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhew'd the better face. 

King, We are defcried: they'll mock us now downright. 

Dmm. Let us confefs, and turn it to a jeft. 

Frin. Amaz'd, my Lord? why looks your Highneft 
fad.^ 

Rof. 
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Rof. Help^ hold his brows, he'll foon: wjby look you 
pale? 
Sea-fick, I think, coming from Mufbovy. 

Btron, Thus pour the ftars down plagues for perjuiy. 
Can any face of brafs hold longer out ? 
Here fland I, Lady, dart thy fkill at me; 

Bruife me with fcorn, confound me with a flout^ 
Thruft thy (harp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And I wiH wifh thee never more to dance. 

Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait. 
O ! never will I truft to fpeeches penn'd. 

Nor to the motion of a fchool-boy's tongue; 
Nor never come in vizor to my friend. 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's fong. 
Taflata-phrafes, filkea terms precife. 

Three pil'd hyperboles, fpruce afiFe<Eiation, 
FigureargedanticjJ, thefe furamer-flits, 

Hw?e blown me full of maggot oilentation : 
1 do forfwear them j and I here proteft. 

By thtis white glove, (how white the hand, God 
^ » -. knows ! 
Henceforth my wooing mind ihall be exprefs'd 

In ruffet Teasy and honeft kerfy Noes : 
And to begin, wench, (fo God help me, law I) 
My love to thee is foundj^cwj crack or flaw. 
Rofm SarUf Jansy I pray you. 
Biron, Yet I have a trick 
Of the old rage : bear with me, 1 tiBi dik. 
^11 leave it by degrees: foft, let us fee; 
Write, Lord have niercy on us. on thofe three; 
They are infeAed, in their hearts it lies; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 
Thefe Lords are vifited, ^ou are not free ; 
For the Lords tokens on you both 1 fee. 

Pr/«. No, they are free that gave thefe tokens to us- 
JBlroti* Our ftates are forfeit, (eek not to undo us. 
Rof. It is notfo; for how cap this be true, 
That you ftand forfeit, being thefe that fue ? 
Biron, Peace, for I will not have to do with you.. 
^^«NoF (hall not, if I do as I intend 
EiroB% Speak for yourfelvcs, my wit is at an end. 

.. Ktng. 



i 



•o» LOfirS LAHOUR'S LOST. AdT. 

King. Teach us, fWeet Madam, for our rude tranigrel' 
Some fair excufe. [fio* 

Prin, The faireft is conlefEon. 
Were you not here, bat even now, dSfguis*d? 

King. Madam, 1 was* 

Prin. And were you well advis'df 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Pri/i, When you then were here, 
What did you \idiifper in your tady*8 ear ? 

JGng. That njore than all the world I did refped hefr 

Prin. When (he (hall challenge this, you will rejedt hofv 

King, Upon mine honour, no* 

Prin. Peace, peace) forbear? 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forlwear. 

King, Defpife me when I break this oath of mine; 

Prin. I win, and therefore keep it, Rofaiine, 
What did the Ruffian whifper in your ear? 

Rof. Madam, he fwore that he did hold me dear 
As predous eye-fight ; and did value mt 
Above this world; adding thereto, moreover,, 
'i'hat he would wed me, or dfe die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the Noble LorcE 
Moft honourably doth uphold his word 

King. What mean you, Madam ? by my Hfe, my trothf 
1 never fwore this lady fuch an oath. 

Rof. By Heav'n, you did; and to confirm it plain. 
You gave me this: but take it, Sir, again. 

King, My faith, and this, to th' Frincefe I did givej 
I knew her by thil jewll on her fleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me. Sir, this jewel did fhe wear;. 
And I^ord Biron, I thank him, is my dear. 
What ? will you have me ; or your pearl again ? 

Biron. Neither of either : I remit both twain^ 
I fee the trick on^t ; here was a oonfent, 
( Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dafh it, like a Chriftraas comedy. 
Some carry -tale, fomc pleafe-man, fome flight zany. 
Some mumble-news, fome trencher-knight, fome Dick^ 
That fmiles his cheek in years, and knows the trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when (he's difpos'd, 
Told OUT intents before ; which otvce difclos'd. 
The ladioi did change £avo\XTa> aa^ vViexi ^^ 
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Following the figns, woo'd but the fign of flict 

Now to our peijury to add more terror, 

We are^gain forfworn; in will, and error. 

Much upon this it is. — And might not you [7« Boyet. 

Toreftal our fport, to make us thus uatrue ? 

Do not you know my Lady's foot by th' fquire. 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye, 
And ftand between her back. Sir, and the fire. 

Holding a trencher, jelling merrily? 
You put our page out: go, you are allow'd; 
Die when you will, a foiock fhall be your (hrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye. 
Wounds like a leaden fword. 

Boyei. Full merrily » 

Hath this brave manage, this career,. been nm. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting ftrait. Peace, I have done. 

Enter CoftartL 

Welcome, pure wit, thou parteft a fair fray. 

Cqfl, O Lord, Sir, they would know 
Whether the three worthies fhall come in, or no. 

Bit on. What, are there but three? 

Cqft, No, Sir, but it is vera fine; 
For every one purfents three. 

Btron. And three times three is nine ? 

Cofl. Not fo. Sir, under cor»rdion. Sir; I hope it it 
not fo. 

You cannot beg us» Sir; Ica^^^uce you. Sir, wc 
know what we know : I hope three times thrice. Sir— * 

Biron. Is not nine ? 

Co/i. Under corredion, Sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron, By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 

Co/i. O Lord, Sir, it were pity you ihould get your 
living by reckonings Sir. 

Btron* How much is it? 

Cofi. O Lord, Sir, the parties themfelves, the adiora. 
Sir, v^rill (hew whereuntil it doth amount; for my own 
part, I am, as they fay, but to perfedi one man in one 
poor man, Pompion the Great, Sir. 

Btron, Art thou one of the worthies? 
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Co/i, It pleafed them to think me worthy of Pompion 
the Great : for mine own part, I know not the degree 
of the worthy ; but I am to ftand for him. 

Biron. Go bid them prepare. 

Cnji. We will tura it finely off, Sir, we will take 
fome care. 

'King, Biron, they will fliame us; let them not ap. 
proach. ^Exit Co/i, 

Biron, We are fhame-proof, my Lord; and 'tw 
fome policy 
To have one fliow worfe than the King*s and his com- 

King, I fay, they fhall not come. fpny. 

Prin. Nay, my good Lord, let me o*er-ruIe you now; 
That fport beft pleafes, that doth leail know how. 
Where zeal ftrives to content, an^ the contents 
Die in the zeal of that which it prefents ; 
Their form, confounded, makes moft form in mirth; 
When great things, labouring, perifh in their birth. 

Biron. A right defcription of our fport, my Lord. 

SCENE IX. Enter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thy 
Royal fweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. "" 
Prin. Doth this man ferve God? 
Biron. Why afk you? 

Prtn, He fpeaks not like a man of God's making. 
Arm. That's aU one, my fair^ fweet, honey monarch ; 
for, I proteft, ^ liioolmafter is exceeding fentaftical; 
too, too vain ; too, too vain: but t»« will put it, as 
they fay, to fortuna de la guerra. I wifh ^u the peace 
of mind, moft Royal couplement. 

King. Here is like to be a good prefence of wonhies: 
He prefents Heftor of Troy; the fwain, Pompey tb« 
Great; the pariih-curate, Alexander; Armado's page, 
Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Machabeus. 
And if thefe four worthies in their firft (how thrive, 
Thefe four will change habits, and prefent the other five. 
' ''Biron. There are five in the firft fhow. 
King. You are deceived, *tis not fo. 
Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prieft, 
the fool, and the boy. 

A 
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h bare throw at novunif and the whole world again 
Cannot prick out five fnch, take each one in's vein. 
iCrng^ The Hup is under fail, and here Ihe comes a- 
main. 

Enter Coflardfor Pompey^ 

Coft. I Pompey am ■ . 

Boyet, You he, you are not he. 
^ Cofi. I Pompey ^m 

Boyet. With L^bbard's head on kn«. 

Biron, Wellfiaid, old mocfcer: I muft needs be friends 
.iriththee. 
. Coft. I Pompey am, Pompey /amam* J the Big* 

Dum. The Great. 

Cofi, It is Great, Sir; Pompey f fumanCd the Great; 
That oft infield^ with targe andjineldt 

Did make my foe tof*vffeat: > 
And travelling along this coaft^ I here am tome by chance; 
And lay my arms h^ore the legs of this fnoeet lafs of France. 
If your Ladyftilp would" fay, ** Thanks, — Pompey, I 
had done. 

Prin, Great thanks. Great Pompey. 

Cojl. 'Tis not fo much worth ; but I hope was pcr- 
fed. 1 made a little &ult in great. 

Blron. My hat to a halfpenny^ Pompey pcoves the 
beft worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel for Alexander. 

Nath. When In the world I IWd^ / wcu^the worlds t 
commander; \ ^ *• 

By eafl^ wg^, north^and fijuth^ I fpread my conquering 

might: T 
JIfy YctUcheon plain declares ^ that I am Allfander. 

Boyet, Your nofe fays, no, you are not ; for it Hands 

too right. / ^' . * 
Blron. Your nofe fmells, no, in this, moft tender-fmcl- 

ling knight, 
Prm, The conqueror is difmaid: proceed, good A- 

lexander. 4 
ifaih. When In the world I llv'd, I was the world's 
' , . ; . commander. 
> J?qj«/. Moft true, 'tis right ; you were fo, Alifander. 
Vol. II. S Blrotf 
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Biron. Pbmpcy the Grc^t, i— 

Cofi, Your ferVant, and Coftard. 

Biran, Take away tlje conqticror, take away Alt 
lander. 

Cofi. O Sir, you hav^ overthrown Ak'fander the cor- 
,queror. [To Nath,'] You will he fcniped out of the 
painted cloth for this ; your Iron, that hold^ the poH-ax 
fitting on a clofe-ftooi, wffl be given to A-jax*;li€ 
will be then the ninth vi'Orthy. A conqueror, tvA 
afraid to fpeak ? i^n away for fhame, Alifander. Thtre^j 
an*t ^aD pleafe you; a foolifh mild man; an hondt; 
man, look you, ^nd fopn dafh'd. He is a marvellous 
^ood neighbour, infooth, and "a very good bowler^ i 
but for Alifander, alas, you fee, how 'tis a little o'er-' 
parted: but there are worthies a-^eming will fpeak thdr^ 
mind in fome other fort. 

B'tron, Stand afide, good I^ompey. 

^nteir Holoftrnes for Judasy and Moth for Hercules, 

Hoi. Great Hercules is prefented by this inp, 

^JThofe club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headed 6(m\ 
*^nd when he was a babe, a child, a fhrimp. 

Thus did he ftrangle ferpent^ in his manuf 
'-^omdflt he feemeth in minority. 
Ergo I come with this apology. ■ n. . .^. .. 
Keep fome ftatejln thy Exit and yanifti. \^ExU Motk*' 
Judas I am. 

Dim. A Judas ! » 

^o/.,Not Ifcariot, Sir? 
Judas ram, ycleped Macbahcxis. 

Dum. Judas Machabeus ch'pt, is plain Judas. 

Biron. A kiifing traitor. How art thou proved JudasT 

Hoi. Judas J anif 

Dum. The more fhame /or you, Judas. 

Hoi. What mean you. Sir? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himfelf. 

Hoi. Begin, Sir, you are my elder. 

1* A ridicule upon the arms given to Alexander in the hifiory of 
l^e nine worthies ; and it ends in a wretched quibble opon the worcU 
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JBiron. \Vell follow'd; Judas was hang'd on an elder. 

- Bol. 1 will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Becaufe thou haft no face. 

Not. What is- this? 

Bcyet: A citterti headi 

Dum, The head of a bodkin. 

Biron, A* death's face in a ring. 

Long'. The face of an old Roman Coin, fcarcc feeq. 

Boyct. Tlk pummel of Caefar's faulchion. 

Djdm. The carv'd bone face on a flaik. 

Biron, St. George's half-cheek in a^ broo^w 
Dum, Ay, and in ^ brooch of mi, 

Biron, Ay, ar.u worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer; 
And npw^ forward; for we have put thee in countenance. 

Hoi, You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron^ Falfe; we have given thee faces* 

Hoi, But you have out-fac'd them all. 

Biron, An thou wert a lion^ we would do fo. 

Boyet. Therefore as he is an afs, let him go. 
And fo adieu, fweet Jude; nay, why doft tnoti itayJ 

- Dum, For the latter end of his name. 

Biron. For the afs to the ^ude^ give it him. yud-a^f 

away. 
floL This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. . 
Boy el, A light for Monfieur Judas; it gro\ffc dark, he 

may ftumble.- 
Prin, Alas! poor Machabeus, how he hath been. 

baited. I 

Mnter Armada, 

Siron, Hide tliy head, Achilles, here comeft HeAor 
In arms. 

Dum* Tho' my mocks come home by me, I will now 
be merry. 

King, HeiElor was but a Trojan in refpe^k of this* 

^oy:t. But is this Heftor? 

King, I think, Heftor was not fo clean-timber'd. 

Long, His leg is too big for He6lor. 

Dum, More calf, certain. 

BQyet, No ; he is beft endu'd in the fimalL 

S 2 Biron. 
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5fr(Mi. This can't be Heaor. 

Dum, Hc*8 a God or a painter, for he makes faces. 

jirm. The armipotent Mars^ of launces the almighty^ 
Gave He 8 or a gift^^ . 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Lwig. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

jlrm. The armipotent Mars^ of launces the almighty^ * 
Gave HeSor agift^ the heir of Ilion ; 
A manjo breath* d^ that certain he tvouldjight ye 

From mom till nighty out of hit pavilion* 
I am thatJlo*a}er. 

Bum, That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

Arm* Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I mufl rather gvit it the rein ; for it runs againft 
Heaor. 

Dum. Ay, and Heaor's a giey-hound. 

Anrt. The fweet war-man is dead and rotten ; 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury'd: 
But I will forward with my device ; 
Sweet Royalty, beftow on me the fenfe of hearing. 

Prin. Speak, brave Heaor; we are much delighted. 

Arm. ^ do adore thy fweet Grace's flipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Arm. This HcQor far furmounted Hannibal. 

Cofl. The party is gone, fellow Heaor, flie is gone; fhc 
19 two months on her vpay. 

Arm. What mean 'ft thou ? 

Cop. Faith, unlefa you play the honeft Trojan, the 
poor wench is caft away ; (he's quick, the child brags io 
her belly already. 'Tis yours. - 't 

Arm. Doft thou infamonize me among potentates ? 
Thou (halt die. 

C^. Then (hall Heaor be wbipt for Jaqiienetta, that 
is quick by him } and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 
him. 

Dam. Moft rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 

Btrm 
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Biron, Greater than great, great, great, great Pompcy ! 
Pompey the huge I 

Dum, He^lor trembles. 

Biron, Pompey is mov'd; more j^th^ more j^ih* >' ftit 
them on, ftir them on. 

Dum. He6lor will challenge him. 

Biron, Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's belly 
than will fuj^ a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cqft, I will not fight with a pole, like a northern man t 
1*11 flalh ; I'll do't by the fword: I pray you, kt me bor- 
Ikow my arms again. 

Dum, Room for the incenfed worthies^ 

Cofi. I'll do it in my fhirt. 

Dum. Moft^refolute Pompey I 

Molh. Mafter, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do ye not fee, Pompey is lincafing for the combat? 
What mean you ? you w^ lofe your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and foldiers, pardon me ; I will not 
combat in my fhirt. 

Dum, You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 
diallenge. 

jirm. Sweet bloods, I both may and wilL 

Biron, What reafon have you for't ? ♦ * 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no ffiirt; I 
;o woolward for penance. 

Boyet, " True, and it was injoin'd him in Rpme for 
' want of linen ; iince wjben, I'fl be fworn, he wore none 
^ but a difh-clout of Jaquenetta's,. aiid that he wears ne:it 
his heart for a favour." 



SCENE X. Enter Macard^ 

Mac. God iave you. Madam ! 

Frin. WelcoiQe, Macard, but tliat thou interriipteft 
or merriment. 

Mac. I'm forry, Madani, for the news I bring % 
i heavy ini my tongue; The Eang your father 

Prin, Dead ! for ttiy life. 

Mac. Even fo, my tale is told. 

Sir^iu Wfgtlae^, away; the fcene begins to cloud. 
' . . / S ^ Jrm. 
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jlrm. For my own part, I breathe free breatK ; I have 
feen the day of right through the little hole of difcretioiir 
and I will right myfelf like a fuldier. 

l^ExeiMt <worthus. 

King. How feres your Majcfty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 

King* Madaniynot fo; I do befeecK you> ftay. 

Prin. Prepare, I fay. — I thank you, graei^ius Lord8» 
For all your feir endeavours ; and intreat. 
Out of a new-fad foul, that you rouchfafe 
In your rich wifdom to excufe, or hide» 
The liberal oppofition of our ^irits ; 
If over-boldly we have borne ourfelves 
In the convcrfe of breath, your gentlenefs- 
Was guilty of it. Farewell, vtrorthy Lordj 
An heavy heart bears not a nimbUe tongue r 
Excufe me fo, coming fo (hort of thanks. 
For my great fuit fo eafily obtain 'd. 

King. The extreme part of time extremely forms 
All caufes to the purpofe of his fpee^;^ 
And oiten, at his very loofcj decides* 
That which long procefs could not arbitrate* 
And though the mourning brow of progeny^ 
Forbicf the fmiling courtefy of love, 
The holy fuit which fain it W9uld convince f 
Yet fince love's argument was firft on foot, 
Let not the cloud of forrowjuftle it 
From what tt ptirpos'd: fince, to wail finendsloi^,^ 
Js not by much fo wholefome, profitable. 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found*. 

Prin, I underftand you not, my griefs are double. 

Biron^ Honeft plain words beft pierce the ear of grief; 
And by thefe badgea underftand the Kmg, 
For your fair fakes have we neglefted time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths : your beauty, Ladies^ 
Hath much deform'd us, fefhioning our humours 
Even to th' oppofed end of our intents ; 
And what m us hath feem'd ridiculou8,i 
As love is full of unbefitting ftrains^ 
All wanton as a child, fkipping in vaiir, 
FormM by the eye, and therefore like the eye^ 
Full of ibraying fhapesi of habitS; and of fonn8> 

Varying 
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Varying in fubje6is as the eye doth roll. 
To every varied obje6t in his glance; 
Which party-coated prefence of loofc love 
Put on by us, if, i» your heav'nly pyes, 
Have mifoecom'd our oaths and gravities ; 
Thofe heav'nly eyes, thatjook into thefe faults, 
Suggefted us to make them : therefore, Ladies, 
Our love being yours, die error that love makes . 
Is likewife yowrs. We to oiufelyes prove falfe. 
By being once falfe, for ever to be true 
To thofe that make us both; fair Ladies, you: 
And even that falfehood, in itfelf a fin. 
Thus purifies itfelf, and turns to grace. 

Prtn. We have received your letters, full of love ; 
Your favours, the ambafladors of love : 
And in our maiden council rated them 
At court(hip, plcafant jeft, and courtefy ; 
As bombaft, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout than this, (fave our refpcdls,) 
Have vsre not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fafhion, like a merriment. ♦ 
Di/m. Our letters. Madam,. iliewM much more than 

Long* So did our looks. • 

Ro/> We did not quote them fo. 

King. Now at the lateft minute of the hour. 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time, methinks, too fiiort, 
To make a world without-end bargain in ; 
No, no, my Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much. 
Full of dear guiltinefs; and therefore, this 
If for my love (as there is no fuch caufe) 
You will do aught, this ftiall you do for me ; . 
Your oath I will not truft ; but go with fpced 
To fomefbilom and naked hermitage. 
Remote fix)m all the pleafures of the world; 
There ftayi until the twelve celeftial figns 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. ^ 

If this aufterc infociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood; 
If frofts, and fails, hard lodging, and thin weed* 
ISp not the gaudy bloHonis of your love^ 

But 
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But that it bear this trial, and laft love ; ^ 

Then, at the expiration of the year, j 

Come challenge me; challenge me, by thefe deferts^ | 

And by this virgin palm, now kifling thine, 

I will be thine ; and till that inilant ihut i 

My woeful felf up in a mourning luiufe^ 

Raining the tears of lamentation^ 

For the remembrance of my father's deaths.. 

If this thou do d«ny, let our hands part; 

Neither intitled in the other's heart. 

King. If this, or more than tbis^ I would deny^ 
To fetter up thefe powers of mine with reft; 
The fudden hand of death clofeup mine eye! 
Hence, ever then, my heart is in thy breaft* 

[* Blron, And what to me, my love? and what to me? 

Rof. You muft be purged too, your fins are rank. 
You are attaint with fauTt and perjury j 
Therefore if you my £aivour mean to get,' 
A twelvemonth fliall you fpend, and never reft. 
But feek the weary beds of people fick.] 

Dum. But what to me, my love? but what to me 2^' 

Cath^ A wife I'^'-^beard^J^ir health and honeily.f 
With three-fold love 1 wifh you all thefe three. 

Dum, O, fiiall I fay, I thank you,: gentle wife ? 

Cath* Not formy Lord, a twelvemonth and a day^ 
I'll m^k no words that fJmooth fac'd lovers fay. 
Come, when the King doth to my Lady come ; 
Then i£ I have much love, Pll giyt you fome. 

Dum. ril ferve thee true and faitbfully tillthen% 

Cath. Yet fwear not, left ye be forfworn again^ 

Long. What fays Maria? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end. 
1^ change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. I'll ilay with patience j but the time is longt 

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are fo young.. 

B/ron. Studies my Lady? Miftrefs, look on me,. 
Behold the window of my heart the eye. 
What humble fiiit attends thy anfwer there; 

ImpQ& 

• Thefe fix Unci are mifplaccd, and ought to be ei^unged, W' 
bemg the author^s fifft draught only, of what he afterirards ^\ 
pCQv^ and made more perfe^ Mr.- Warburton. 



St. 10. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. »IJ 

Inpofe fome fervice on me for my love. 

Rof. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Biron, 
Before I faw you ; and the vsrorld's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
full of comparifoDS and wounding flouts; 
\Vhich you on all eftates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit: 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful bi*ain> 
<Aod therewithal to win me, if you pleafe, 
(Without the which I am not to be won;) 
You (hall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Viiit the fpecchlefs lick, and ftill converfe 
With groaning wretches ; and your talk fhall be, 
"With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 
T' enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of death? 
It, cannot be, it is impoflible ; 
Mirth cannot move a foul in agony, 

Rof, Why, that's the way to choak a gibing fpirit, 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace, 
Which (hallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jell's profperity lies in the car 
Of him that hears it, never in the.tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if iickly ears, 
Deaf'd with the clamours of their own dear groans. 
Will hear your idle fcorns; continue then. 
And 1 will have you, and that fault withal: 
But if they will not, throw away that fpiiit; 
And 1 fhall find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biron. A twelvemonth? well; befal, what will befal, 
Pll jefl a twelvemonth in an hofpital. * • 

Prln. Ay, fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 

[To the King* 

King. No, Madam ; we will bring you on your way. 

Biron, Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill; thefe ladies' courtefy 
Might well have made our fport a comedy. 

King, Come, Sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day. 
And then, 'twill end. 

Biron. That's too long for a play. 

Alitor 
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Enter j^rmado. 

Arm. Sweet Majefty, vouchfafe me—** 

Pri». Wm not that- Heftor? 

Dum, That worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kifs thy royal f\nger» and take leave, 
am a votary: I have vowM to Jaquehetta to hold t 
plough for her fweet love three yeisirr. But, moft-efteeni 
Greatncfs, will you hear the dialogue that the two leai 
ed men have cpmpicd, in praife of the owl and the cii 
kow? it Ihould h«ve foDow*d in the end of our Ihow. 

Ktng, CaD them forth quickly, w€ will do fa. 

Arm, Holla! approach** * ■ 

Enter all ^ for the fong^ 

This fide is Hiem/y winter. 

This ^rr, the fpring: The one maintain 'd by the owJ/ 

The other by the cuckow.- 

Fer^ begio, 

THE SONG^ 

SPRING.- 

U^hen da'i%ies pted^ and violets hlucr 

And lady-fmocks aUJiher-nvhlief 
And cuckow-hads of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows much-bedight }^ 
The cuckotv then on every tree 
Moch married n»n; for thusjings hcf 
Cutiow I 

Cuckotv! cucko*wf nvord of fear^ 

Unpkaftng to a married earl 

Whenjh^pherds pipe on oaten Jlraws, 

And merry larki are ploughmens* clocks:^ 
IV hen turtles tr$ady and rooks and daws; 

And maidens bleach their fummer-f mocks ^ 
The cuckotv then on every tree 
Mocks married men ; for thusjings be^ 
Cuckow / 

Cuckow! cuckow! word of fear y ■ 

Unpledfing to a married ear! 
'■^^ WINTEI 
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WINTER. 

When ic'uUs bang by the wo//, 

jind Dick thejh^berd iJowi hu nail; 
And Tom bears logs into the hatl^ 

And mili comes fronen home in faUj 
When blood is nipt^ and ways befoul^ 
■7%en nightly Jings the^aring ovJ^ 
Tu-^uhul to^whooi 

A merry note^ 

iVhUegreafy Joan doth keel the pot. 

ft^hen all aloud the wind doth blow^ 

And coughing drowns the parfon*sfavt; 
And birds Jit brooiRng in the f now ^ 

And Marianas nofe looks red and raw; 
ff^hen roqfted crabs hifs in the bowl^ 
Then nightly Jings thejiaring owl^ 
Tu-whit I tp'whooi 

Amerrynotcy 

fVhiUgrfafy Joan doth keel the pot» 

Jtrttt. The words of Mercury 
Are harfli after the fongs of Apollo : 
You, that way; we, this way. lExeunt omnes* 
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DRAMATIS PERSON-®. 



Do KB. 

Brcdcrick, brother to i^e Dtdte, 

and ufurper of bis dukehm, 
- f Lords attending upon 

J"^""' I mjbment. 

i^ Beao, a courtier attending on 

Frederick, 
Oliver, eldeflfin to Sir Rorwland 

de BoySy tuho had formerly been 

afervant to the Ihike, 
Jaques, *) younger brothers to 
Orlando, J Oliver, 
Adam, an oldfervant of Sir Row- 

land de Boys^ now following the 

fortunes of Orlando, 
jycnnistfervant to Oliver. 
Charles, a wreftler, tnd fervant 



to the ufurpng Duke Frederick* 
Touchftonc. a clown attending of 
Celia and Rofalind. 

"^ } >*^*-*- 

A clown in love with Audrey, 
William, another clown, in love 

with Audrey. 
Sir Oliver Mar*text, a country 

curate, 
Rofalind, daughter to the Duke. 
Celia, daughter to Frederick, 
Phebc, ajliepherdefs. 
Audrey, a country wench. 

Lords belonging to the two Duket; 
with Pages,* ForeJierSi and •- 
other attendants.. 



The SCENE lies, firft, near Oliver* s houfe; and afterwards^ f tally 
in the Duke's court, and partly in theforeft of Arden, 



ACT I. SCElte I. 

Oliver^s orchard* 
Enter Orlando and Adam* 



Orla. Jla-S I remember, Adam, it was upon this my 
father bequeathed me by will but a poor tlioufand crowBs; 
and, as thou fay'fl, charged my brother on his bleffing to 
breed me well ; and there begins my fadnefs. My browf J 
Jaques he keeps at fchool, and report fpeaks goldenly 
of his profit; for my part he keeps me ruHically at liomes j 
or, to fpeak more properly, llys me here at Ikbme, | 
unkept; f©r call you that keeping for a gentleu^pv of my 

Inrth, 
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that differs not from the falling of an ox? His horfes 
red better; for befides that they are fair with their 
tgy they are taught their manage, and to that 
iders dearly hired : but I, his brother, gain nothing 
him but growth ; for the which his animals on 
mghills are as mjich bound to him as I* Befides 
othing that he fo {>lentifully gives me, the fomething 
lature gave me, his difcountenance feems to take from 
He lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of 
ther, and, as much as in him h'es, mines my gentility 
my education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me; 
he fpirit of my fiather, which I think is within me, 
8 to mutiny againfl this fervitude. I will no longer 
c It, tho' yet I know no wife remedy how to avoid 



SCENE n. Enter Oliver. 

'am. Yonder comes my mafler, your brother. 

'a. Go apart, Adam, and thou (halt hear how he 

hake me lip. 

. Now, Sir, what make you here ? 

a. Nothing : I am not taught to make any thing. 

What mar you then, Sir ? 
fl. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
made; a poor unworthy brother of yours, with 
fe. 

Marry, Sir, be better employed, aiid be nought 
le. 

a. Shall 1 keep your hogs, and eat huika with 
* What prodigal's portion have I fpent, that 1 

come to fuch penury? 

Know you where you are. Sir? 
J. O, Sir, very well; here in your orchard. 

Know you before whom. Sir ? 
1.^ Ay, better than he I am before, knows me. 
w, you are my eldeft brother ; |ind, in the gentle 
foil of blood, you {hould fo know me : the cour- 
Insfions allows you my better, in that you are 
ift4>^m; but the fame tradition takes not away 
iOJL, were there twenty brothers betwixt us. 1 
iML T hare 
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have as much of my father ia me, as you; albeit 
confefs your coming before me is nearer to his revenues 

.OK. What, boy! 

Oria. Come, come, elder brother, you are too youiif 
in this. 

OB. Wilt thou lay^hands t>n me, villain ! 

Orla, I am no villain. I am the youngefi fon of Sst 
•Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is thnd&i 
ji villain that fays, fuch a father begot villains. West 
thou not my brother, 1 would not take this hand from 
thy throat, till this other had puU'd out thy tongue for 
faying fo ; thou haft rail'd on thyfelf. 

Adam. Sweet mafters, be patient; for your father's 
remembrance, be at accord. 

OFu Let me go^ I fay. 

Orla. 1 will not, till I pleafe ; you fhaJl hear me. 
My father charged you in his will -to give me good edu- 
cation : you have traia'd me up like a peafaiit, obfcu- 
ring and hiding from me all gentleman- like qualities; 
the fpirit .of my father grows ilrong in me, and 1 will 
no longer endure it: therefore allow me*fuch exercifa 
as may become a gentleman; or ^\t me the poor al- 
lottery my father left me by teftamept ; with that I witt 
go buy my fortunes. 

iOlL And what wik thou -do? beg, when that is 
fpent ? weH, Sr, get ^u in. I will not long be trou- 
bled with you : yoii fhall have fome part of your wiH 
1 pray you, leave me. 

Orla. I will no further oflfend you, than becomes mc 
for my good. 

OR. Qejt you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward? moft truc^ I have loft 
jny teeth in your fervice. God be with my 4dld matter, 
^c would not have fpoke fuch a word. 

\jExeunt Orlmdo and Adam. 

SCENE III. 

Oli. Is It even fo? begin you to grow upon me? I 
will phyfic your ranknefs, and yet give no thoviiauid 
crowns neither. Holkj Dennis ! 

£aur 
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I 

^ Enter Dennis* 

Den. Calls your Worrtiip! 

Oft. Was not Charles, the Duke's wrcftler, here to 
ijpeak with me ? 

■, Den. So pleafe you, he i^ here at the door, and im- 
^i^rtunes accefs to you; 

|f OU. Call on him ;— -'twill be a good way) and to- 
:lKwtow the wYeftBng is. ^ 

Enter Charles, 

€ha. Grt>od morrow to your Worfliip: 

OIL Good Monfieur Charles, what's the new news at 
fbe new court? 
I Cha. There's no news at the court. Sir, but the old 
I news; that is, the old Duke is baniih'd by his younger 
I brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords 
*liavc put themfelves into voluntary exile with him; whofc 
' lands and revenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he 
i gives them gqpd leave to wander. 

on. Can you tell, if RofAliud, the Duke's daughter, 
be banifb'd with her father ? 

Cha, O, no; for the new Duke's daughter her cou^ 
fin fo loves her, being ever from their cradles bred to- 
gether,, that (he would have follow'd her exile, or have 
died to flay behind her. She is at the court, and no lefs 
beloved of her unde than his own daughter; and never 
two ladies loved as they do. 

OJi. Whtvt will the old Duke live? 

Cha. They fay, he is already in the foreft of Arden,, 
and a many merry men with him : and there they live 
like the old Robin Hood of England: they fa^, many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the 
time carelefsly, as they did in the golden world. 

Oil. What, you vn*eftle to-morrow before the new 
Duke? 

Cha. Marry, do T, Sir ; ' and I came to acquaint you 
with a inalter. 1 am given, Sir, fecretly to underftandr 
tliat "fpwr younger brother Orlando hath a difpofition to 
come in difguis'd againfl me to try a fall; to-morrow, 
9^ 1 wreHle for my credit ; and he that efcapes me 
T 2 without 

* 
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without fome broken limb, (hall acquit him well. Your ' 
brother is but young and tender, and for your love I I 
would be loath to fou him ; as I muft for mine own ho- , 
iiour, if he come in ; therefore, out of my love to you, 
I came hither to acquaint yoo withal, that either you ; 
might (lay him from his intendment, or brook fuch dif- 
grace well as he (hall run into ; in that it is a thing of hi» 
own fearch, and altogether againll my will. 

OK. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou (halt find i will moft kindly requite. I had my- ] 
felf notice of my brother's purpofe herein, and have by 
underhand means laboured to diffuade him from it ; but 
he i& refohite. I tell thee, Charles, he is the ftubborneft 
young fellow of France ; full of ambition, an envious 
emulator of every man's good parts, a fecret and vil- J 
lanous contriver againft me his natural brother;, there- 
fore ufe thy difcretion; I had as lief thou didft break 
his neck, as his finger. And thou Wert bfeft look to't ; j 
for if thou doft him any flight difgi-ace, or if he do not ■ 
mightily grace himfelf on thee, he will pra6kife againft 
thee by poifon; intrap thee by fome troacherous dc- 
viop; and never leave thee, till he hath ta'en thy life by 
fome indiredl means or other; for 1 aflure thee, (and al- 
moft with tears 1 fpeak it,) there is not one fo young 
and fo villanous this day living. I fpeak but brotherly 
of him ; but (hould I anatomize him to thee as he is, I 
muft bluih and weep, and thou muit look pale, and won- 
der. ' . ' 

C/ja. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if he 
come to-mon-ow, I'll give him his payment ; if ever he 
go alone again, I'll never wrellle for pnze more; and 
fo God keep your Worfhip. ^ [.Exit. 

OH. Farewell, good Charles. Now will I ftir this 
gamefter: I hope I (hall fee an end of him; for my 
foul, y6t I know not why, hates nothing mor^ than he. 
Yet hc*8 gentle ; never fchool'd, and yet learned ; full 
of noble device, of all forts inchantingly beloved; and 
indeed fo much in the heart of the world, and efpecially 
of my own people who beft know him, that i am alto- 
gether mifprifed. But it (hall not be fo long; tki« | 
wreftlcr fliall clear all ; nothing remains but that I kin- 
dk the boy thither, which now I'll go about. [^W^* 

SCENE- 



«c ♦. AS YOU LIKE IT. zzi 

SCENE IV. 
Changes to an open *walh before the Dulis palace* 

Enter RofaTtnd and Ceiia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Rofalmd, fwcct my coz, be merry. 

Rof. Dear Celia, I (how more mirth than I am miT- 
trcfs ^f; and would you yet I weue merrier? Unkfs you 
could teach me to forget a baniih'd father, you muft not 
[kam me how to remember any extraordinary pleafure. 
1 CeL Herein I fee thou lov'ft me not with the full 
ne^t that I love thee. If my uncle, thy banifhed fa- 
Act, had banifhed thy uncle the Duke my father, fo thou 
Aadft been ftill with me, I could have taught my love to 
take thy father for mine j fo would'ft thou, if the truth. 
|rfthy love tome were fo righteouily temper'd aa mine ia 
to thee. 

Ro/, Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate, to 
njoice in yours* 

CeL You know my father hath no child but I, nor 
|n(tee 16 like. to have; andj truly, when he dies, thou fhalt 
P^^his heir: for what he hath taken away from thy fa- 
I tiler perforce. Twill render thee again in affe£h*on5 by 
I Biine honour I will; and when I break that oath, let me, 
I turn monfter: therefore, my fweet Rofe, my dear Rofe, 
, k merry. 

Ro/» From henceforth I will, coz, and devife fporta. 
I-ct me fee, what think you of falling in love ? 

Cei, Marry^ I pr'ythce, do, to maie fport withal: but 
love no man in good earneft, nor no further in fport nei- 
^er, than with fafety of a pure blufh thou may'ft in 
honour come off again.. 

Rof, What fhall be our fport then? 

CeL Let us lit, and mock the good houfewife Fortune 
%)m her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be bellow- 

would we could do fo| for her benefits are 
ilaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth^. 
in her gifts to women. 

true J for thofe that (he makes fair, (he 
X 3 fcarce 
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fcarce makes honefl ; and thofe that (he makes honeft, (he 
makes very fll-fiavoured. 

Rof. Nay, now thou goed from Fortune's office to 
Nature's : Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in tk 
lineaments of Nature. 

Enter Touchftone^ a clo*ain» | 

CeL No! when Nature hath, made a fair creature, 
may (he not by fortune fall into the fire ? though Nature 
hath given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune 
fent in this fool to cut off this argument ? 

Rof. Indeed there is fortune too hard for Nature; when 
Fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter off of Nature's 
wit. 

• CeL Peradventin*e this fl not Fortune's work neither, 
but Nature's ;^ who, perceiving our natural wits too duK 
to reafon of fueh goddcfTes, hath fent this natural for our 
whetftone : for always the dulnefs of the fool is the whet- 
ftone of the wits. How now, Wit, whither wander 
you? 

Clo. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father. 

CeL Were you made the meffenger ? 

Clo, No, by mine honour; but I was bid to come for 
you. 

Rof. Where learned you that oath, fool? 

Clo. " Of a certain Knight, that fwore by his honour 
*' they weie good pancakes j and fwore by his lionour the 
** muftard was naught." Now, I'll ftand to it, the pan- 
cakes were naught, and the muftard was good, and yet 
was not the Knight forfworn. 

CeL How prove you that in the great heap of your 
knowledge ? 

Rof. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wifdcm. 

Clo. Stand you both forth now ; ftroke your chin^ 
and fwe^ir by your beards that I am a knave. 

CeL By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Clo. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were; but if 
you fwear by that that is i\o% you are not forfworn : no 
more was this Knight fwearing by his honour, for he 
rever had any; or if he had, he had (worn it away b^w^ 
ever he faw^thofe pancakes or that muftard. 

Cek Pr'ythee, v^rho is that thou mean'ft? 
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(^ One that old Frederick your father loves. 

CeL My fether'a love is enougb to honour him enough ; 
fpeak no more of him, you'll be whi^p'd for taxation one 
of thek days. 

CIo. The more pity that foofe may not fpeak wifely^ 
what wife men do fooUHiIy. 

CeL By my troth, thou fay*ft true; for finee the little 
wit that fools have was filenc'd, the h*td<; foolery that 
wife men have makes a great ihow. Here comes MonfieuF 
Le Beau. 

SCENE V. Enter U Beau. 

Rof. With his mouth fuU of news. 

CeL Which he will put om us, as pigeons feed their 

Rof. Then fhall we be ncws-cramm*d. « 

CeL AH the better, we (hall be the more marketable. 
Bon jour, MonAeur Le Beau, what news? 

Le Beau, Fair Princefs, you have loft much good fport. 

CeL Sport; of what colour? 

JLe Beau. What colour. Madam? how ihall I anfwer you? 

Rof* As wit and fortune will, 

Clo, Or as the deftinies decree. 

CeL Well faid; that was laid on with a trowel. 

CIo. Nay, if 1 keep not my rank, 

R^, Thou lofeft thy old fmell. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, Ladies ; Iwould have told you 
of good wrefUing, which you have loft the fight of. 

Rof Yet tell us the manner of the wreftling, 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning ; and, if it pleafe 
your Ladyfhips, you may fee the end, for the beft is yet 
to do; and here where yx)u are they arc coming to per- 
fonn it 

CeL Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old man and his three 
fons, ' 

CeL I could match thig^^nning with an old tak. 

Le Beau. Three proper ^King men, of excellent growth 
aad prefence ;— 
. Rof With bills on their necks. 

Clo. Be it known unto all men by tbefe prefents ■ 

Le Beau* 
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Le Beau. The cldeft of the three wreftlcd with Ch 
the Duke's wreftler: which Charles in a moment tl 
him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is \ 
hope of life in him: fo he ferv'd the fecond, an 
the third: yonder they lie, the podr old man thei 
ther making fuch pitiful dole over them> that all th< 
holders take his part with weeping. 

Rof. Alas! 

Cb, But what is the fport, Monfieur,^ that the I 
have loft? 

Lt Beau. Why this that I fpeak of. 

Clo. Thus men may grow wifer every day ! It ii 
firft: time that ever 1 heard breaking of ribs was i 
for ladie». 

Cei, Oi" I, I promife the#. 

Rof. But is there any elfe longs to fet this br 
muik in his fide? is there yet another dbats upon 
breaking? fhall we fee this wreftHng, couiin? 

Le Beau* You muft, if you ftay here ; for here if 
place appointed for the wreftling; and they are r 
to perform it. 

QeL Yonder, fure, they are coming; let us now 
an^ fee it.. 

SCENE VL 

Wlourt/b. Enter Dale Frederichj Lords^ Orlando^ Chi 
and attendants* 

Duke. Come on ; fmce the youth will not be int 
ed, his own peril on his fbrwardnefs. 

Rof, Is yonder the man? 

Le Beau. Even he, Madam. 

CeL Alas, he is too young ; yet he looks fuccefsf 

Dtthe, How now, daughter and coufin ; are you c 
hither to fee the wreftling^ 

CeL Ay, my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 

Duke. You will take littlgyelight in it, I can 
youv there is fuch odds in tne men. In pity of 
challenger's youth, I would fain difluade him, bu 
will not be intreated. Speak to him^ Ladies, tu, iS 
can move him.. 
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. Cii Call him iiither> good Monficur Le Beau. 

Duke. Do fo ; I'll not be by. [^Duke goes apart, 

Le Beau. Moufieur the challenger, Jthe PrinceiTes call 

for you. 
Orla. I attend them with all r€fpe(Sl and duty. 
Rof Young man, have you challenged Charles the 

wreftler? 

Orla, Na, fair Princefs; he is the general challenger: 
I come but in, as others do, to try with him the ftrength 
of my youth. 

CeL Young Gentleman, your fpirits are too bold for 
your years; you have feen cruel proof of this man's 
ftrength. If you faw yourfelf with our eyes, or knew 
yourfelf with our judgment, the fear of your adventure 
Would counfel you to a more equal enterprife. We pray 
yoq^for your own fake, to embiace your own fafety, and 
give over this attempt. 

Rof. Do, young Sir ; your reputation (hall not there- 
fore be mifprifed : we will make it our fuit to the Duke^ 
that the wreftling might not go fon^ard. 

Orla. I befeech you, punifh me not with your hard 
thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guilty, to deny fo 
feir and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair eyes 
and gentle wifhcs go with me to my trial; wherein if I 
j>e foil'd, there is but one (ham'd that was never gracious | 
if kill'd, but one dead that is wiUing to be fo. I ihall 
dp my friends no wrong, for 1 have none to lament me ; 
the world no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
^orld ( fill up a place, which may be better liipplied 
'^en I have made it empty. 

Rof, The little itrengili that I have I would it were 
vith you. 

CeL And mine to eke out hers. 

Rof. Fare you well; pray Heav'n I be deceived in* 
ou. 

Orla. Yoar heart's defires be with youf 

Cha. Come, where Ts this young gallant that 'is fo de- 
irous to he with his mothe^farth ? 

Orla. Ready, Sir; but hirwill hath in it a more mo- 
eft working. 

Duiej You fhall try but one fall. 

C!&i. No» 1 warrant ypur Grace, you fhall not in»- 

treat 
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treat him to a fecond^ that have fo mightily' perfuaded^ 
hfm from a firH^. 

Oria, You mean to mock me after; you fhould not 
feave mock'd me before; but come your ways. 

Rof. Now Hercules be thy fpeed, young man! 

Ccl. I would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong fel- 
low by the leg ! l^^^^f '^^fi^* 

Rof, O exiBcUent young man ! 

Cel, If I had a thunderbolt m mine eye, I can tetf 
who fhould down. f^jto 

Duie, No more, no more. \^Cbarlet is throvm* 

Or/a, Yes, I befeech your Grtice ; 1 am not yet welt 
breathed. 

f>ule. How doll thou, Charles? 

I,e Beau, He cannot fpeak, my Lord. 

Duhe, Bear him away. What is thy name, yonngj 
man? 

Orla. Orlando, my Liege, the youngeil- foimof Sir 
Rowland de Boys. 

Duki, 1 would tliou hadft been fon» to fome man clfer 
The world efteem'd thy father honourable, 
Bat I did find him ftill mine enemy : 
Thou fhould* ft have better plcas'd me wi«-h this deedi^ 
Hadft thou defcen^d from another houfe. 
But fare thee well, thou art a g^ant youth ; 
I would thou hadft told me of another father. 

\^Exit Duke^ with his trek 

^CENE Vir. Manent CeFta, Rofalind, Orlando. 

CeL Were I my father, coz, would I do this? 

Orla, 1 am more proud to be Sir Rowland'sfbn,: 
His youngeft fon, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heir to Fredenck^ 

Rof, My father Ibv'd Sir Rowland as' his foul,- 
And all the world was of my father's mind: 
Had I before known this young man his fon^ 
f fhould have giv'a him tears unto Hitreaties,^ 
Ere he fhoidd thus have veqttu*'d. 

, Cel, Gentle coufin, 
I^et us go thank him, and encourage him ; 
My father's rough and envious difpolkibn 
Sticks- me at heart. Sir, you have well defcrvM : 
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do keep your promifes in love, 

ij as you have exceeded all in promife, 

iftrrfs fhall be happy. 

Gentleman, 

bis for me ; one out of fuits with fortune, 
ould give more, but tlftit her hand lacks mean^ 
'e go, coz ? [^Giving iim a chain from her necl. 

Ay, fare you weU, fair Gentleman. 

Can I not fay, I thank you ? my better parts 

thrown down ; and that, which here (lands up, 
I quintain, a mere lifelefs hlock. 

He calls us back : my pride fell with my for- 
tunes, 
him what he would. Did you call, Sii? 
u have wreftled well, and overthrown 
ban your enemies. 

Will you go, coz ? 

Have with you : fare you wdl. 

\_Exeunt Rof. and Cel. 
. What paffion hangs thefe weights upon my 

tongue? 
)t ipeak to her; yet (he urg'd conference. 

Entet Le Beau* 

r Orlando! thou art overthrown; 

irles, or fomething weaker, matters thee. 

Beau, Good Sir, I do in friend(hip counfel you 

ve this place. Albeit you have defcrv'd 

:ommendation, true applaufe, and love ; 

ch is now the Duke's condition, 

le mifconftrues all that you have done. 

)uke is humorous ; what he is indeed, 

'uits you to conceive, than me to fpeak of. 

I. I thank you. Sir ; and, pray you, tell me this : 

L of the two was daughter of the Duke 

lere was at the wreftling? 

Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by manners; 

St, indeed, the (hortef is his daughters 

thcr's daughter to the bani(h'd Duke, 

ere detained by her ufurping uncle 

ep his daughter company; whofe loves 

Arc 
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Are dearer than the natural bond of fifters. 

But I can tcU you, that of late this Duke 

Hath ta'cn difpleafure 'gainft Ijis gentle niece; 

Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praife her for her virtues. 

And pity her for her good fether's fake: 

And, on my life, his malice *gainft the lady 

Will fuddenly hreak forth. Sir, fare you well ; 

Heresrfter, in a better world than this, 

1 fhall defire more love and knowledge of you. [Exk* 

Orla» 1 reft much bounden to you: fare you well! 
Thus muft I from the fmoak into the fmother ; 
From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant brother : 
But, hcav'nly Rofalind! [^xi/. 

SCENE VII f. 

Changes to an apartment in the palace. 

Re-enter Celia and RofaUnd* 

Cel Why, coufin; why Rofalind; Cupid have mercy; 
not a word ! 

Rof, Not one to throw at a dog. 
CeL No, thy words are too precious to be caft away 
upon curs, throw fome of them at me ; come, lame mc 
with reafons. 

Rof. Then there were two coufins laid up ; when the 
one mould be lam'd with reafons, and the other mad 
without any. 

CeL But is all this for your father ? 
Rof. No, fome of it is for my father's child. Oh, 
. how full of briars is this working-day-world ! 

CeL Thty are but burs, coufin, thrown upon thee in 
holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, our 
very petticoats will catch them. 

Rof. I could fliake them off my coat ; tliefe burs arc 
in my heart. 

CeL Hem them away. 

Rof I would try, if I could cry, Hem, and have him. 
CeL Come, come, ^Teftle with thy affeftions. 
Rof O, they take the part of a better wrcftler than 
myfeif. 

Cd. 
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Cel O, a good wi(h upon you! you will try in tinic. 
In dcfpight of a fall ;«— but, turning thefe jefts out of f :- 
vice, let us^talk in good eamcft: is it pomble on fuci. a 
fudden you fhould fall into fo ftrong a liking with uld Sir 
Rowland's youngeft fon ? 

Rof, The Duke my fathei*lov'd his father dearly. 

Cel, Doth it therefore enfue that you fhouid love his 
fon dearly? By this kind of chafe I fliould hate him; 
for my father hated his father dearly; yet I hate not 
Orlando. 

Rof, No, faidi, hate him not, for my fake. 

CeL Why (hould I? doth he not deferve well? 

SCENE IX. Enter Dvie, whh Lords. 

Rq/. Let me love him for that j and do you love, him 
becaiife I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

Duke. Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafeft haftCf 
And get you from our court. 

Rof. Me, uncle 1 

Duke. You, coufin. 
Within thefe ten days, if that thou be'ft found 
So near our public court as twenty milesy 
Thou dieft for it. 

Rof. I do befeech your Grace, 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me? 
If with myfelf I hold intelligence. 
Or have acquaintance with my own deiires; 
If that 1 do not dream, or be not frantic, 
(As I do truft, I am not,) then, dear uncle, , 

Never fo much as in a thooght Dnborn 
Did I offend your Highnefs. 

Duke. Thus do all traitors ; 
If their purgation did confift in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itfelf ; \ 

Let It fuffice thee that I truft thee not. 

Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a tQutdTt 
Tdl me wherein the likelihood depends* 

Duke. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough. 

Rof. So was I when your Highnefs took his dukedom | 
So was I when your Highnefs banifh'd him^ 
7reafon is not ioherited^ my Lords 

Vai. IL U Or 
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Or if wc did derive it from our firiendsy 
AVliat's that to me ? my father was no traitor^ 
Then, good my Liege, miflake me not fo mudi> 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

VeL Dear Sovereign, hear me fpeak. 

Duie. Ay, Celia, v^'e but ftaid her for your lakej 
£lfe had (he with her father rang'd along. 

CfL 1 did not then intreat to have her flay J 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorfe ; 
1 was too yoUng that time to value her| 
But now 1 know her^ if (he l^ a traitor^ 
Why fo am I ; we dill have flept together, 
Rofe at an inflant, learned, play'd, eat together^ 
And wherefoc'er we went, like Juno's fwans, i 

Still we went coupled, and infeparable. . « 

Duke, She is too fubtle for thee ; and her fmoothnjA 
Ilcr very filence and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 
Thou art a fool; (he robs thee of thy name. 
And thoU wilt (how more bright, and fhine more virtuousj 
When the is gone; then open not thy lips: 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom. 
Which r have pafs'd upon her ; (he is bani(h'd. 

CeL Pronouiice that fentence then on me, my Liege j 
I cannot live out of her company. 

. Duke. You are a fool : you, niece, provide yourfdf; 
If you out-day the time, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatnefs of my word, you die. 

lE^eunt Dule^ &?« 

SCENE X. 

CeL C) my pobr Rofalind, wtierc wilt thou go ? 
Wilt thou change fathers ! 1 will give thee mine : 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than 1 axA 

Rof. 1 have more caufe. 

CeL Thou haft not, coufin : 
Pr'ythed'', be chearful ; know'ft thou noty the Duke 
Has banifll^d me his daughter^ ^ 

Rqf That he hath not. 

CeL No? hath not? Rofalind lacks then thclo^ 
Whi(^ t€a4ietb me that thou and I am one: 
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Jhafl we be funder'd^^ (hall we part, fwect girl? 
^Jo, let my father feek another heir, 
rherefore devifc with me how we may fjy ; 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us ; 
Ajid do not feek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs yourfelf, and leave me out : 
For by this heav'n^ now at our forrows pale^ 
Say what thou cau*ft,ni. go along with thee. 

Jlofi Why, whither ftiall we go? 

CeL To leek my uncle in the foreft of Arden. 

fiof, Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forjth fo far ! 
Beauty pfovoketh thieves focner than gold. 

CeL I'll put mjfelf in poor and m^an attire, 
fijid with k kind of umber fmirch my face '^ 
The hke do you-; fo fhall we pafa ^long, 
And never ftir affailants. 

Rof. Were't net better, 
Becaufe that I am more than^ common tall, 
That I did fuit me all poiat^like a man? 
A gallant curtle-ax upon my tliigh, 
A boar-fpear in my hand, and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a fwafhing and a martial outfide, 
As many other mannifh cowards have. 
That do out£sice it with their femblances* 

CeL What AiaU I call thee when thou art a man ? 

Rof. I'll have no worfe a name than Jove's own pagcf 
And therefore look you call me Ganymede^ 
But what wiD you be call'd ? 

CeL Something that hath a reference to my (late : 
No longer Celia, but Aliena* 

Rof, But, coufin, what if we aflay'd to ileal 
The downifti fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? - 

C^/. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me. 
Leave me alone to woo him ; let's away. 
And get our jewels and our wealth together: 
D^lHe the fitteft time, and fafeft way 
To liidt us from purfuit that will be made 
Aiter my flight : now go we in content 
O^Sberty, and not to banifhment. V Exeunt. 

;ii U 2 ACT 
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Ardcnfortft. \ 

Enter Duke fcmor^ Anutru^ and Nuo or thret Ltrds Bh . 
fore/ieri* 

Duh/entor, X\ 0W> my co-mates^ and brothers m 
exile, « 

< Hath not old cuftom made tlus life more fweet 

* ITian that^of painted pomp? are not thefe woods , | 

* More free from peril, than the envious court ? 

* Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 

* The feafon's difference ; as, the icy fang, 

* And churlifh chiding of the winter's wind ; 

* Which; when it bites and blows upon my body, 

* Even till 1 fhrink with cold, I fmile, and fay, 

* This is no flattery : thefe are counfellors, 

* That feelingly perfuade me what I am. 

* Sweet arc the ufcs of adverlity, 

* Which, like the toad^ ugly and venomoua^ 

* Wears yet a precious jjew^l in his head: 

* And this our life, e^mpt from public h^iiat,. 

* Finds tongues \a trees, books in. the running boookflbi 

* Sfirmoas in ftones* and good ift every thingv 

yimi, I would not change it^ happy is yoav Gracei. 
That can tranflate the ftubbomnefa ofi fo«Uine. 
Into fd quiet and? fo fweet a ilyk. 

Duke fen. Come, (hall we gp» and kill m venifon? 
And yet it irks mei the poor dappled fbols^ 
Being native burghers of this defart city. 
Should, in their ovvn con&nes, with forked head« | 
Have their round haunches gor'd. ^P 

I Lord, Indeed, my Lord, 
The melancholy Ja<jue8 grieves at that J 
And in that kind fwears you do more ufurp 
Than doth your brother, that hath ban*(h*d yoit. 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and myfelf,. 
X)id fte'td behind him, as be lay along 

Uivte 
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Under an oak, whofe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood j 
To the which place a poor feqiiefter'd ftag, 
That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languifh ; and, indeed, my Lord, 
The wretched animal heav'd forth fuch groans 
That their difcharge did ftretch his leathern coat 
Almoft to burfting ; and the big round tears 
Cours*d one another down his innocent nofe 
In piteous chafe ; and thus the hairy fool. 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th' extremeft^verge of the fwift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 
Duke fen. But what faid Jaques ? 

fiid he not moralize this fpeclacle ? 

I Lord. O yes, into a thoufand {imilies. 

Rrft, for his weeping in the needlefs ftream \ 

^oor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'ft a teflament 

As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more 

1^0 that which had too much. Then being alone, 

Left and abandoned of his velvet fnends ; 

Tis right, quoth he, thus mifery doth part 

I'he flux of company. Anon a carelefs herd, 

t*ull of the pafture, jumps 3ong by him, 

Arid never ftays to greet him : A.y, quoth Jaques, 

Sweep on, you fat and greafy citizens, 

^Tis juft the fafhion: wherefore do you look 

tJpon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 

Thus moll inveftively he pierceth through 

rhe body of the country, city, court,. 

Vea, and of this our life ; fwearing, that we 

A.re mere ufurpers, tyrants, and what's worfcj. 

To flight the animals, and to kill them up 

In their aflign'd and native dwelling-place 

Duke fen. And did you leave him in this contempla- 
tion ? 
2 Lord. We did, my Lord, weeping and commenting 

Upon the fobbing deer. 

Duke fen. Show me the place ; 

I love to cope him in thefe fullen fits* 

For then he's full of matter. 

z Lord. I'll bring you to him llrai^t. \^E^:unt. j 

U 3 SCE>IE 
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SCENE II. CJjottges to the palace agam^ 

Enter Duie Frederick^ with Lords ^ 

Duke. Can ft be poflible^ that no man faw them J 
It cannot be ; fome villains of my court 
Are of confent and fufferance in thiy. 

I Lord, I cannot hear of any that did fee her. 
The Ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 
Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early 
They found the bed untreafuPd of their miilrefs, 

2 I^rd, My Lord, the roymftr clbwn at whom fo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifling': 
Hefperia, the Princcfs^ gentlewoman, 
ConfefFes, that fhe fecretly o'^hearcf 
Your daughter and her coufin much commend:* 
The parts and graces of the wrelller, 
That did but lately foil the iinewy Charles; 
And fhe believes,, where-ever they are gone^ 
That youth is furely in their company. 

Duke, Send to his brother* fetch thatg^nt hither s- 
If.he beabfent, bring his broker to me," 
in make him find him ; do thnnfuddenh^ ; . 
And let not fearch and mqnifition qua£ 
To bring ag^n thefe fodifh runaways^ f^^wifi^ 

SCENE III. Oifongerto O^hir's &ou/k 

Mnttw Orlando tmd AdamL 

Or fa. Who's tliere? 

jidam,^ What! mf ^oung ma(le»? •&,. my gestfe: 
mafler. 
Oh, my fn^eetJ HwifllfT, O yoo memory 
Of old Sir Rowland! why, What make you here?" 
Why are yea T^hHuou^^^ why do people love you.? 
And wherefore are you geotle, ftrong, and valiant f 
Why would you be io fond to overcome 
The bony prifer of th« humoroua Duke ? 
Your praife is come too fwiftly honne before you, 
KjiMw yon nat> Malu^^to feme tind of men. 
" Their 
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Their graces ferve them Init as enemies V 

Ko more do youta;^ IPur virtu«8^ g!?ntle Mafter^, 

Are fan6tifi€d'aiid holy traitors ta you. 

Oh, what a world is this^ when, what is comely 

Iflveffiams him that bears k! 

Orla. Why, what*&thje matter? 

Adami O uahsippy youth. 
Come not within thcfe doors.; withia this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother — (lio; no brother; yet the fon — 
Yet not the (bar; I ^mUk not call him fon 
Of him I waff about ta call his father,) 
Hath heard your pvaifes,. and this- night he means ^ 
To burn the lodging where you ufe to lie, . 
An4vy ou witbuk \t\ i£ he £iil of that, , 
He will have other means toxut you off; . 
I^ overheard him^ smd his practices: 
This is no placey this haufe is but a butchery;^ 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orla. Whyr^w^hiiiher, Adam,^ wouldft thou have mc go? 

Adam, No matter whither, {o yotX' come not here. 

Or/a. What^ voiildft thou ha^ mc go and beg my loodi 
0T with a bafe and boi^gcous f^rord; enforce 
A thievifh living, on the common road ? 
This I mufl do, or know^ not what to dot. 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 
r rather will fuBjeift me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother; 

Adam. " But do not fo; I have five hundred crowns, 

* The thrsBty hire I favM under yeur ^her, 

* Whiph I did: ftore, to be my foiier-nurfe 

•* When fervice fhould in my old hmbs lie lame^ 
•^ And unregarded: age in comers thrown : 
^ Take that; and he that doth tlie ravens feed, 
*- Yea, providently caters for the fparrow, 
♦• Be eomfert to my agef Here is the gold, 

* All^this \ ^vi^ you, let me be your fervant ; 
♦-Thou^' I lo«k 0I4 yet I am ftrong and lufty j 

* IW in my youth I never did apply 

* J&t and rebellious Uquors- in my blood; 

* N<»^d)d I with unbafhful forehead woo 

* li^ »eao8 of weakae& and debiHfy ; 

-^ 'Therefore 
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« Therefore my age is as a liifty winter, 
« Frofty, but kindly ; let me go with you ;' 
I'll do the fervice of a younger man 
In all your bufinefs and necefiities. 

Orla, Oh ! good old man, how well m thee appears 
The conftant fervice of the antique world ; 
When fervice fweet for duty, not for meed! 
Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times. 
Where none will fweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choak their fervice up 
Even with the having ; it is not fo with thee ; 
But, poor old man, thou pnm'ft a rotten tree,. 
That cannot fo much as a bloffom yield. 
In lieu of all thy pains and hufbandry. 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages fpent. 
We'll light upon fome fettled low content. 

j^iiam. Mailer, go on ; and I will follow thee 
To the laft gafp with truth and loyalty. 
From feventeen yeai*s till now almoft fourfcore 
Here lived 1, but now live here no more. 
At feventeen years many their fortunes feek ; 
But at fourfcore, it is too late a week ; 
Yet Fortune cannot recompenfe me better 
Than to die well, and not my mailer's debtor. \_ExemU 

SCENE IV. Changes to the fonJI of Arden. 

Enter Rofallnd in bo^^t clothes for Ganymede ^ Celia dreft^d 
like a Jhepherdefs for Mena^ and Clown* 

Rof. O Jupiter! how weary are my fpirits? 

Clo. I care not for my fpirits, if my legs were Dofc- 
weary. 

Rof. 1 could find in my heart to difgrace my man's 
apparel, and ciy like a woman : but I mull comfort the 
weaker veffel, as doublet and hofe ought to /how itfelf 
couragious to petticoat : therefore, courage good Alicna. 

CeL 1 pray you, bear with me, I can go no fur- 
ther. 

Clo* For my part, I had rather bear with you, than 

bear 
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lear 70114 yet Xihould bear no crofs^ i£ I did. bear jon^ 
for I tbink you have no money in your purfe. 

Rof, WelU this is the fiorell o£ Arden. 

Clo. Ay; now I am in Arderi, the more fool 1; when. 
I was at home, I wa» in a- better place; but traiFcUers 
muil be content. 

Rof, Ay, be fo, good Touchflone. Look you, who? 
comes heie; a yxAmg man. and an old in folcmatalk. 

jE^nUr Corin and' Syiviui^ 

Cor. That is the way to make her fcora you lUlL 
SyL O Corin, that thou knew'ft how I do love herl 
Cor. I partly guefs ; for 1 have lov'd ere now., 
SyL No, Corin, being old, thou can^& not guefs-^ 

Though in thy youth thou waft as true a^lovery. 

As ever figh'd upon a midnight pillow: 

But if thy love were ever like to mine, 

iAs fure, I think, did never man love fo,), 
low many adlions mofl ridiculous 
' Haft thouibeen drawn by thy fantafy? 

Con Into a thouland that I have forgotten^ 
Syl. * Qy thou didft then ne'er love fo heaitily ; 

* If thou remember'ft not the flighteft folly, 

* That ever love did make thee run-into^ 

* Thou haft not lov'd.—— 

* Or if thou, haft not fat as I do now, 

* Wearying the hearer in thy miftrefs' prai£e,j 

* Thou haft not lov'd. 

* Or if thou haft not broke from company , 
' Abruptly, as mv paffion. now makes me; 

* Thou haft not W'd.' 

OPhebe! PhebeiPhebe! ^ExtM Syt. 

Rof. Ala6> poor {hegherd ! fearching of thy wound, 
I have by hajxl advenUujij found^ my own. 

Clo. "And I mine. L remember, when. I was iir 
** love, I broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him tak^ 
** that for coming a-nights to Jane Smile ; and I re- 
** member tke kilfing of her batlet, and the cow's dugs 
**"th|i| her pretty ehopt hands had milk'd: and I re- 
" member the wooing of a peafcod inftead of her, from 
** wi^an 1 took two cods, and giving her them again^ 

«f^d 
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•* fold with weeping tears, Wear thefe for my fake. ; 
«^ We that are true lovers, run into ftrangc capers; 
<< but as all is mortal in nature, fo 19 all nature in love 
"mortal in folly.'* 

Rof, Thou fpeak'il wifer, than thou art ware of. ' 

do. Nay, 1 fliall ne'er be ware of mine own wit, titt 
I break my fhins againft it. 

Rof, Jove ! Jove I this fliepherd*s paflion 13 much op* 
on my fafhion. 

Ch. And mine ; but it grows fomething dale with mej 

CeL I pray you, one of you queftion yond majr^ 
If he for gold wfll give us any food; 
1 faint almoil to death. 

Cio. Holla ; you, clown ! 

Rof. Peace, fool; he's not thy kinfman. 

Cor. Who calls? 

Clo. Your betters. Sir* 

Cor. Elfe they are very wretched. 

Rof. Peace, I fay ; Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 

Rof. 1 p'rythee, (hepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this defart place buy entertainment. 
Bring us where we may reft ourfelves and feed; 
Here's a young maid with travel much opprefs'di. 
And faints for fuccour. 

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, 
And wifh for her fake, more than for mine ownt 
My fortunes were^more able to relieve her; 
But I am fhepherd to another man, 
And do not fheer the fleeces that 1 grafe ; 
My mailer is of churliHi diipofition. 
And little recks to find the way to heav'n 
By doing deeds of hofpitality : 
Befides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on fale, and at our fheep-cote now. 
By reafon of his abfence, there- is nothing 
That you vnll feed on; but what is, come fee, 
And in my voice molt welcome ftiall you be. 

Rof. What is he that ftiall buy his flock and pafl;ufe? 

Cor. 'That young fwain that you faw here but ^ 
while. 
That little cares for buying any thing. ^ 
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pray thee, if it ftand with honeftyt 
I the cottage, pafture, and the flock, ♦ 

1 (halt have to pay for it of us. 
jid we will mend thy wages. 
s place, and willingly could wafle 

in it. 

^fluredly, the thing is to be fold ; 
me ; if you like, upon repcirt, 
the profit, and this kind of life, 
Ur very faithful feeder be; 

it with your gold right fudd^nly. [^Exrura* 

^TE V. Chatty to a ilefart poii ofthefortjix 

Enttr Amiens i Jaquet and others, 

SONG, 
ler the gj*eenivood-tree% 

loves to He with me^ 
f tune his merry note^ 

fo thefweet bird's throat, 

e hither, come hither, come hither^ 

ferejhall he fee 

Jo enemy, 

winter and rough weather. 

More, more, I pr*}'thee, more. 

It will make you melancholy, MoniGeur Jaquei* 

1 thank it ; more, I pr'ythee, more ; I can fudk 
>ly out of a fong, as a weafel fucks eggs : more, 
2e more. . , , 

My voice is nigged; I laiow I cannot pleafe 

" 1 do not defire you to pleafe me, I do defig^ 

» fingj" come, come, another ilanzo; eaU yiJi. 

o*s? 

What you vtrill, Monfieur Jaqnes* . 

Nay, I care not for their names, they owe me 

Will yon fing? 

More at your requeft, tlikn to pleafe myfelf. 
Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll thank 
It that they call compliments, is like the en- 
of two dog-apes, Add when a man thanks 

mc 
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me hcartfly, mrthinks I have given hfm a penny, and he 
renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, fing; and you 
that will not, hold your tongues* 

jfmi. Well, rU end the fong, Sirs; cover the while; - 
the Duke will dine under this tree; he hath been all this _ 
day to look you. 

yaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. He 
is too difpuuble for my company : I think of as many 
matters as he, but I give Heav'n thanks, and make no 
boaft of them. Come, warble, come. 

SONG. 

Who doth amhitton Jbttn^ 
And loves to lie P th'/un^ 
Seeking the food he eats^ 
And pleased tuith tohnt he gets ; 
Come hither y come hither^ come hither; 
HereJhaUhefee 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather » 

jfaq. I'll give you a verfe to this note, that I made yet 
tcrday in defpight of my invention. 
Ami. And Til fing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes. 

If it do come to fefs^ 

That awf man turn afs / ^ 

Leaving his wealth and eafe 

Afriiborn nvtU to pleafcy 

Due ad mey due ad me, due ad me; 

HireJhaUhefee 

Grofs fools as hcy 
An if he will come to me. 

Arm. What's that Due ^ me ? 

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a circfe. 
I'll go to deep if I can; if I cannot, I'll rail againft all 
the firft bom of Egypt. 

Am. And Til go feek tke Duke; his banquet is pl%- 
parM, lExeuttt^ffceraltf* 

SCENE VI. EnU^OflmdoimiAdmn. , 

Adam. Dear maftcri I can |p) ao'flittker; O^ I ^ 

fer 
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3od! here lie I down, and meafure out my grave. 

w^ell, kind mafter. 

la. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in 

* hVe a Httle; comfort a little; cheer thyfelf a 

. If this uncouth foreft yield any thing favage, I 

either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee : 

ronceit is nearer death, than thy powers. For my 

be comfortable, hold death a while at the arm's ^ 

I will be here with thee prtfently ; and if I bring 
not fomething to eat, I'll give thee leave to die. 
if thou dieft before I come, thou art a mocker of 
abour. Well, faid, thou look'ft cheerly. And I'll 
ith thee quickly; yet thou lieft in the bleak air. 
e, I will bear thee to fome fhelter, and thou (halt not ' 
or lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in this 
t. Cheerly, good Adam. \ExeunU 

SCENE VI L 

'Enter Duhefen. and Lords, \_A table fei out* 

^uhefen, I think he is transform'd into a beaft, 

I can no where find him like a man. 

Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence. 

e was he merry, hearing of a fong. 

>uke fen. If he, compa6l of jars, grow mufical, 

fhall have fhortly difcord in the fpheres : 

feek him; tell him, I would fpeak with him. 

Enter jfaques. 

Lord, He faves my labour by his own approach. 
>ukefen. Why, how now, Monfieur, what a life is this^ 
t your poor friends mull woo your company I 
It? you look merrily. 

aq. A fool, a fool; 1 met a fool i' th* foreft, 

lotley fool ; a miferable varlet ! 

L do live by food, I met a fool, 

^aid him down and bafl<:'d him in the fun, 

I n^^d on Lady Fortune in good terms, 

'O^ fet tei-ms, and yet a motley fool. 

><js|-morrow, fool, quoth I : No, Sir, quoth he, 

JU menot fool, till Heaven hath fent me fortune ; 

ouIL X ^ *Aud i 
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* And tben he drew a dial from his poak, 

* And looking on it with lack-lii(lre eye, 
■* Says* very wifdy, it is ten o* clock : 

* Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world wags : 

* *Th but an hour ago iince it was nine, 

* And after one hour more 'twill be eleven ; 

* And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 

* And then from hour to hour we rot and rot^ 

* And thereby hang a tale.' When 1 did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the tinie, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools (hould be fo deep contemplative;; 
And I did lau?h, fans intermiiiion. 
An hour by his dial. O noble fool, 
A worthy fpol! motley's the only wear. 

Duke fen. What fool is this? 

yaq, ** O worthy fool ! one that hath been a courtieri. 
** And fays, if ladies be but young and fair, 
** They have a gift to know it: and in his brain, 
*» Which is as dry as the remamder-bifket 
*< After a voyage, he hath ftrange places cr^mm^d 
•* With obfervatipn, the which .he vents 
** In mangkd^fbrms." -O that I were a fool! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke fen. Thou (halt iiave one. 

yaq. It is my only fuit j 
Provided that you weed your better ju4gments 
Of all opinion, that gro\v3 rank in them. 
That I am wife. ** I mud have liberty 
<* Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
<* To blow on whom I pleafe ; for fo fools have ; 
.** And they that are moft galled with my folly, 
^* They moft muft laugh. And why, Sir, muft they fo? 
'* The why is plain, as way to parilh-church ; 
^* He Yrhom a fool doth very wifely hit, 
** Doth very fooliflily, although he fmart, 
** Not to feem fenfelefs of the bob. If not, 
** The wife man's folly is anatomiz'd 
** Even by the fquand'ring glances of a fool." 
Inveft me in my motley, give me leave 
To fpeak my mind, and I will through and throuA 
Clcanfe the foul body of th' infeded world, -^ 
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f they will patientl)' receive my medicine. 

Duke fen. Fie on thee ! I can tell what thou wouldft do« 

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do but good ? 

Duke Jen. Moft mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fin: 
'or thou thyfelf haft beeAa libertine, 
^s fenfual z& the brutifh flmg itfelf ; 
^nd all th' embofled fores and headed evils, 
rhatthou with licence of free foot hail caught 
V^ouldil thou difgorge into the general world. 

%aq» " Why, who cries out on pride^ 
' That can therein tax any private party \ 
^ Doth it not flow as hugely as the fea, 

* 'Till that the very very means do ebb ? 

* What woman in the city do I name, ^ 
« When that I fay^ the city- woman bears 

* Tlie cofl of princes on un\\northy fhoulders ? 

* Who can come in, and fay, that 1 mean her ? 

* When fuch a one as (he, fuch is her neighbour ? 

* Or what is he of bafell fundlion, 

* That fays, his bravery is* not on my coffi ; 

* Thinking, that I mean him; but therein fuitg 

* Hi» folly to the metal of my fpeech? 

< There then; how then ? what then ? let me fee 
wherein 

* My tongue hath wrong'd him 4 if it do him right, 

* Then he hath wrong'd himfelf; if he be free, 

* Why, then my taxing, like a wild goofe, flies 

* Unclaim'd of any man." But who comes here? 

SCENE VIII. Enter Orlando^wlth hlsftuord dra^n. 

Orla, Forbear, and eat no more. " « ' 

^aq^ Why, I have eat none yet. 

Orla. Nor flialt thou j till neceffity be fcrv'd* 

Jaq. Of what kind fliould this cock come of? 

Bukeferu Art thou thu« boldcn'd, man, by thy diftrei^ 
€)r elfe a rude defpifer of good manners, 
That in civility thou feem'lt fo empty ? 

Orla. You touch'd- my vein at firfl: ; the thorny point 
©f tore diftrefs hath ta'en from me the fhew 
Of ftttiioth civility ; yet am I in-land bred, 
Aiidttdw fome nurture. But forbear, I fay. 

■^ X2 He 



344 AS YOU LIKE IT. AA \l 

He dies that towches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my affairs are anfwered. 

yag. If you will not 
Be anfwered with reafon, I muft die. 

Duie Jen. What would you have? Your gentlenef* 
(hall force, 
More than your force move us to gentlenefs. 

Orla, I almoft di^ for food, and let me have it. 

Duke fen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table; 

Orla. Speak you fo gently? pardon me, I pray youj 
I thought that all things had been favage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of ftem commandment. But whatever you are, 
« That in this defart inacceflible, < 

* Under the (hade of melancholy boughs, 

* Lofe and negleA the creeping hours of time; 
^ If ever you have look'd on better days ; 

* If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church; 
« If ever fat at any good man's feail ; 

* If ever from your eye-lids wip*d a tear ; 

* And know what *tis to pity, and be pity'd;* 
Let gentlenefs my ftrong inforcement be, 
In the which hope I blufh, and hide my fword. v 

Duke fen. True is it that we have feen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knollM to church f 
And fat at good mens' feafts, and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that facred pity had engender'd : 
And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs. 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be minillred* 

Oria, Then but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary dep 
Limp'd in pure love ; till he be firft fuffic'd, 
Opprefs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger^ 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke fen. Go find him out. 
And we will nothing wafte till you return. 

Orla. I thank ye; and be blefs'd for your good com* 
fort! . \m' 
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SCENE IX. 

Dulefen. Thou feeil» we are not all alone unhappy; 

This wide and univerfal theatre 

Prefents more woful pageants, than the fcene 

Wherein we play in. 
Jaq, * AU the world*sa ftage. 
And all the men and women merely player; 
They have their Exits and their entrances^ 
And one man in his time plays manv parts; 
His a6U being feven agesr At firfx the infant^ 
Mewh'ng and puking in the nurfe's arms* 
And then the whining fchool-boy, with his (atchel, 
And ftiining morning-face, creeping like fhail 
Unwillingly to fchool. And then the lover. 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful balad 
Made to bis miftrefs' eye-brow. Then a foldier. 
Full of firange oaths, and bearded tike the pard. 
Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrcU 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth. 'And then the jufticc. 
In fair round belly, with good capon linM,^ 
With eyes fever e, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wife faw8 and modem inflances. 
And fo he plays his part. The fixth age fiiifts 
Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon, 
With fpe6^acles on nofe, and pouch on fide ; 
His youthful hofe well fav'd, a world too wide 
For his (hrunk fhank ; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childiih treble^ pipes, 
And whiilles in his found. Laft fcene of all, 
That ends this firange eventful hiftory. 
Is fecond childifhnefs, and mere oblivion. 
Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing.' 

SCENE X. Enter Orlando^ ivith Mam. ' 

'.e/en. Welcome: fet down your venerable burden, 
t him feed. 
I thank you mod for him, 
^^am. So had you need, 

X J ^ 
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I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for myfelf. 

Duke fern. Welcome, fall to : I wOl not trouble yoU| 
As yet to qaeflion you about your fortunes. 
Give us fbme mufic ; and, good coufin, fing'. 

SONG. 

Blow^ lloWf tbott wlnier <w'mdy . ^ 

Thou art not Jo unkind ^ | 

At man*t ingratitude; \ 

7by tooth ie not fo keeny \ 

Bee'aufe thou art notjbeenj 

Jtttho* thy breath be rude. 
Heigh ho! Jingj heigh ho! unto the gr^en hoOy ; 
Mofi friend/hip is feigning; mofl loving mere folly* 

Then heigh ho, the holly! 

This hfe ie mofl jolly. 

Freeze, freexe^ thou bitter fky^ 
Thatdq/l not bitefo nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Tho* thou the waters warp, 
Thjf fling is not fofbarp 

A* friend remembered not. 
Heigh ho ! fing, &c. 

Duke fen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland's fon, 
As you have whifper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefs, 
Moft truly limn'd, and living in your face. 
Be truly welcome hither. I'm the Duke, 
That lov*d your father. The refidue of your fortune 
Go to my cave and teU me. Good old man, ^ 
Thou art right welcome, as thy mailer is^; 
Support him by the arm ; gvtt me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes under ftand. \^Exewst, 

ACT 111. SCENE I. 
The palace. 
Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. ^^m. 

Duke.l\ OT fee him fmce? Sir, Sir, that caiJBc: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, ^| 
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[ Aiould not feek an abfent argument . . 

Of my revenge, thou prefent : but look to it ; 

Find out thy brother, wherefoe*er he is ; 

Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living, 

^Vithin this twelvemonth ; or turn thou no more 

To feek a living in our territory. 

rhy lands and all things that thou doH call thine» 

Worth feizure, do we itizt into our hands ; 

Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother's motith. 

Of what we think againft thee. 

OH. Oh that your Highikefs knew m,y heart in this : 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke* More villain thou. Well, puJh him out of doors r 
And let my officers of fuch a nature 
Make an extent upon his houfe and lands : 
Do this expediently, and turn him going, ^Exeunt., 

SCENE II. Chatiges to iheforeft. 
Enter Orlando. 

Orla. Hang there, my vcrfe, in witnefs of my love; 

And thou thrice crowned queen of night furvey. 
With thy chafte eye, from thy "pale fphere above, 

Thy huntrefs' name that my ftill life doth fway, 
O Rofalind ! thefe trees (hall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll charadler; 
That every eye which in this foreft looks. 

Shall fee thy virtue witnefs'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando, carve, on every tree. 
The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive (he. \Exft. 

SCENE III. Enter Corin and Clown. 

Cor. And how like you this fhepherd's life, Mr. 
Touchftone? 

Clo. «< Truly, (hepherd, in refped of itftlf, it is a 
«« good life ; but in refpeA that it is a fhepherd's life, 
«« it is naught. Jn refped that it is fohtary, I like it 
u veiy well ; but in refpe£l that it is private, it is a 
<* very vile life. Now, in refpeA it is in the fields, it 
^< pleafeth me well; but in refpe^ it is not in the 
« court| it is tedious. As it is ft fpare life, look you, 

"it 
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« it fits my humour well; but as tlicre k no meat 
** plenty in it, it goes much agakift my ftomacfa. Haft 
*♦ any philofophy in thee, fhepherd^" 

Cor. ** No more, but that 1 know, the more one fie- 
<< kens, the worfe at cafe he is; and that he thai 
«« wants money, means, and content, is without throe 
« good friends: that the property of rain is to wdf 
<< and fire to bum: that good pafture makes fat flieep; 
«< and that a great caufe of the night, is lack of the fiin; 
** and that he that hath learned no wit by nature nor art, 
«« nuy complain of grofs breeding, or ccvmes of a ^ery 
" dull kindred." 

Ch* Such a one is a natural j^ofopher. Waft evdr 
ni court, fhepherd? 

Cor, No, truly. 

Clo. Then thou art damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I hope 

Ch. Truly thou art dama'd, Kkc an iD-roafled tggt^ 
all on one fide. 

Cor. For not being at court? Your reafon. 

C/o. Why, if thou never waft at court, thou never 
faw'ft good manners; if thou never faw'ft good msD- 
ners, then thy manners muft be wicked; and wickcd- 
nefs is fin, and fin is damnation: thou art in a parlous 
flate, fhepherd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchftone: thofe that are good 
manners at the court, are as ridiculmis in the country, 
as the behaviour of the country is moft mockable at the 
court. You told' me, you falute not at the court, but 
you kifs your hands; that courtefy would be uncleanly, 
if coilrtiers were fhepherds. 

Clo. I nftaace, briefly ; come^ inftance. 

Cor./ Why, we are ftill handling our ewes ; and their 
fells, you know, are greafy. 

C/o. Why, do not your courtiers' hands fweat? and 
is not the greafe of a mutton as wholfome as the fweat 
of a man? Shallow, fhallow;— — -a better inilance, I 
fay: come. 

Cor. Befides, our hands are hard. 

C/o. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shdtftir 
again;— —a more founder initance, come. 

Cor. And they are 'often tarr'd over with the fi|^jp6!y 

i of 
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•f our /Keep: and- would' you have us kifs tar? the 
ourtier'8 hands are perfumed with civet. 

Cio. Moft (hallow man! thou worms-meat, in re- 
pe6t of a good piece of flefh, indeed! learn of the wife 
nd perpend; civet rs of a bafer birth than 'tar; the 
ery uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inftance, fhep- 
erd. 

Cor, You have too courtly a wit for me; I'H reft. 

do. Wilt thou reft clamn'd? God help thee^ fliallow 
lan ; God make incifion in thee, thou art raw. 

Cor. * Sir, I am a true labourer; 1 earn that I eat ; 
get that I wear; owe no man hate; envy no man's 
happinefs; glad of other mens' good; content with 
my harm ; and the greateft of my pride is, to fee my 
ewes grafe, and my lambs fuck.* 

Cio. That is another fimple fin in you, to bring the 
^es and the rams together: and to offer to get your 
nng by the copulation of cattle; to be a bawd to the 
cU-weathcr; and to betray a (he-lamb of a twelve- 
tonth to a crooked-pated old cuckoldy ram, out of 
1 reafonable match. If thou be'ft not damn'd for 
lis, the devil himfplf will have no (hepherds; I can- 
3t fee elfe how thou (hould'ft 'fcapc. 

Cor. Here comes young Mr. Ganymede> my new xtdr 
refs's brother. 

SCENE IV. Enfer Ro/arinJ, with a paper. 

Rof. From the eajt to tvejlern Inde^ 
No jewel is like Rofalind 
Her worthy being mounted on the windy 
Through all the world hears Rofaliiid. 
jill the pi6iures, fnirefl Im'd^ 
Are hut black to Rofalind; 
Let no face he kept in mhtd^ 
But the face of Rofalind, 

Clo. I'll rhyme you fo eight years together, dinners, 
d flippers, and (leeping hours, excepted: it is the 
jliEt-butter-wom*ens' rank to market. 
if^ Out, fool! 
C/tf. Foratafte 
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If a hart dotlTlach a hmdf 

Let bimfeek out Rofalind. 

Jf the cat will after kl/ui, 

S^^hefurCy will Rofarmd. 

Winter garments mtift be IWdf 

So mufiflendtr RofaUnd, 

They that reap muflfbeaf and hindf 

Then to cart with Rofaltnd. 

Sweete/l^ nut hath four eft rmd. 

Such a nut li Rofallnd, 

He tbatfweetefl rofe wdlfind^ 

Mufljind love's prlck^ and Rofallnd* 

This is the veiy faffe gdlop of veHes ; why do you in 
yourfelf ti*ith them? . 

Rof Peace, you dull fool, I found thei% on a tree 

Clo, Truly the tree yields bad fruit. 

Rof I'll grafF it with you, and then I (hall gra 
with a medlar; then if will Be the earlieft fruit i' 
country: for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe; 
that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Clo, You have faid;. but whether wifely or no, let 
forefler judge*. 

SCENE Y. Enter Celta, with a writing. 

Rof. Peace, here comes my fifter reading; ftand ai 
CeL Why fhould this a defart hr 

For It Is unpeopled, tJo ; 
Tongues Pll hang on every tree^ 

Thatfhall civil faylngs fhow : 
Some^ bow hrlef the life of man. 

Runs his erring ptlgrimage^ 
That the fir etching of a f pan 

Buckles In hlsfum of age^ 
Some of violated vows^ 

'"Twlxt the fouls of friend and friend; 
.But upon the fair e^ boughs j 

Or at every fentence-end^ 
Will I Rofallnda write ; 

Teaching all that read, to know^ 
This qulnteffence of every fprlte 

Heaven would In little fbow. 

Ther. 
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Therefore heaven nature charg^d^ 

That one bodyjhould befWd 
With all graces wide en'arg^d; 

Nature frefently dtfliWd 
flelen's cheeh^ hut not her hearty 
Cleopatra^s nu^Jly^ 
\ AlalantaU belter party 

Sad Lucretta^s modefly, 
Thus Rojalind of many parts 
\ By heavenly fynod ivas devu\l; 

t Of many faces ^ eyesy and hearts , 

^ To have the touehes dear eft prt%^d. 

' Jfeav*n would th It Jhe thefe gifts fhculd have J 

And ItijQ live and die herjlave, 

Rof O moft f^entle juniper! — ^what tedious homfly of 
We have you wearied your parifliioners withal, and never 
^ryM, Have patience, good people ? 

Ceh How now? back-friends I fhepherd, go off a lit- 
tle: go with him, firrah. 

V CId. Come, fhepherd, let us make an honourable re- 
treat; though not with bag and baggage, yet with fcrip 
8nd fcrippage. [^Exeunt Cor. and Clown* 

SCENE VL ^ 

CeJ, Did ft thou hear thefe verfes ? 

Rof O yes, I heard them all, and more too : for fome 
of them had in them more feet than the verfes would 
bear. 

Ceh That's no matter; the feet might bear the verfes, 

Rof Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear 
themfelves without the verfe, and therefore ftood lamely 
Jn the verfe. 

CeL But didft thou hear without wonderihg, how thy 
name (hould be hang'd and carv'd upon thefe trees? 

Rof, I was feven of the nine days out of wonder, be- 
f«^yoii came: for, look here, what I found on a palm- 
tfj^5^' I was never fo be-rhymed fince Pythagoras's time, 
^ jlr^'tWas an Irifh rat, which 1 can hardly remember. 

CeL 
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Cd, Trov TOO, who hath done this? 

R^* Is ft a man? 

Cf/- Abd a chain, that you once wore, about his neck. 
Change yoa colour? 

y?V". I pi'ylhee, who? 

Cr*. C L>»rd, I>3rd, ft is a hard matter for friends to 
m<:t^ : biit motintains may be removed with earthquakes, 
and To ri: : t inter. 

Rrj, Nay, but who is it ? 

CA Isitpofiible? 

Rof. Nay, I pr'ythce now, with rooft petitionary vc- 
hemcKX, tell me who. it is. 

O/. O woriderfiil, wonderful, and moft wonderful won- 
derful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of all 



whncip i Rg— — 

7v:/ Good my compkxion! doft thou think, though 
1 am cjparifoii'd bite a man, 1 ha\-e a doublet and hofc 
in ir.v difpofition : One inch of delay more is a South-fea 
off diKOTcry. I pr'ythee, tell me who is it; quickly» 
and fpeak apace; 1 would thou could'll flammer, that 
thou might'il pour this concealed man out of thy mouthi 
as wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle ; either 
too much at once, or none at aU. I pi 'y thee, take the 
cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

CfL So you may put a man in your btUy. 

Rof, Is he of God's making? what manner of man? 
is his head worth a hat ? or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cil Nay, he hath but a Uttle beard. 

Rof, Why, God vnil fend more, if the man will be 
thankful; let me flay the gro^^-th of his beard, if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel- It is young Orlando, that tripp'd up the wreft- 
ler's heels and your heart both in an initant. 

Rof. Nay, but the devil take mocking; fpeak, fad 
brow, and trae maid. 

C^L r faith, coz, tis he. 

Rof. Orlando! 

CcL Orlando, 

Rof, Alas the day, what ihall I do with my doublet 
and hofe? what did he when thou faw'll him? wl^ 
faid he? how look'd he: wherein v.ent he? ydftt 
makes he here? did he aik for me? where remaintf^? 
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)w parted he with thee ? and when fhalt thou fee him 
piin ? Anfwer me in one word. 

CeL You mu ft borrow me Garagantua's mouth firfl; 
is a word too great for any mouth of this age's fize: 
I fay Ay and No to thefe particulars, is more than to 
ifwer in a catccliifm. 

Rof. But doth he kHow that lam in this foreft, and 

man's apparel ? looks he as frefhly as he did the day 
:wreftled? 

CeL it is as eafy to count atoms, as to refolve the pro- 
jfitions of a lover: but take a tafte of my finding him, 
id rclifh it with good obfervance. I found him under a 
ee hke a dropp'd acorn, 

Rof. It may well be callM Jove's tree, when it drops 
•rth fuch fruit. 

CeL Give nic audience, good Madam. 

Rof. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he ftretch'd along like a wounded 
%ht. 

Rof. Though it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well be- 
>mes the ground. 

CeL Cry, Holla ! to thy tongue, I pr'ythee ; it cur- 
ts unfeafonably. He was fumiih'd like a hunter. 

Rof. Oh, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

CeL I would fing my fong without a burthen j thou 
rlng'll me out of tune. 

Rof Do you not know I am a woman? when I think> 
mull fpeak. Sweet, fay on. 

SCENE VII. JSrUer Orlando and Jaques. 

CeL You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here? 
Rof 'Tis he ; (link by, and note him. 

[^CeL and Rof retire. 
Jaq. " I thank you for your company 5 but, good faith, 
I had axS lief have been myfelf alone." 
Orla. " Andfo had I; but yet, for faihion fake;. I 
thank you too for your fociety." 

y^a* " God be wi' you ; let's meet as little as we can.'* 
<p£l. *' I do defire we may be better ftrangers." 
3^1^"" I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 

* ngs in their barks." 

,11. Y . Gr(a. 
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Orlt. ** I pray you, mar no more of uiy.vetfesjwili 
** reading them iU-favouredly.*' 

^aq* Rofaliiidy is your love's oame? 

Oria, Yes,jutt. 

3^aq> I do not like her name. 

Orla. There was no thought of pleadng you when fttf 
Juras chriften'd. 

Jaq. What ftature i« (he of. 

Ori^u Jull as high as my heart. 

3^aq. You are full of pretty anfwers; have you not 
been acquainted with goldfmiths wives, and comi'd thew 
xmt of ringrs? 

i)rla. Not fo : but I anfwer you right painted clotki 
from whence you have ftudied your qucftions. 

yaq. You have a nimble wit; I .think jit was made of 
Atalanta's heels. Wijl you fit down with me, and we 
-two will rail againft our miftrefs, the world, and all ourj 
mifery. 

Or/a, I will chide no breather in l^ie world but myielfi 
.againft whom 1 know moil faults. 

yag. The word fault you ha\ie, is to be in love. 

Oria, 'Tis a fault I wiU npt change for your beil vir- 
tue; I am weary of you. 

y^q. By my troth, I was feeding |qr a fool when I 
-found you. 

Or la. He is drown'd in tUe brook; look but in, and ■ 
^ou fhallfeehim. 

^aq. There I fhall fee mine own -figure. 

Or/a, Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. 

Jaq. I'll ftay no longer with you; fareweD, good 
•$ignior Love! [Exit* 

SCENE Vllf. 

OrIa, I am glad of your departure ; adi^'u, good Mon*! 
^eiir Melancholy! \_CeL and Rof, comeforwarl 

Rof, I will fpesdc to him like a fancy lacquey, and \ 
der riiat habit play the knave with him. Do you hetril 
forefter ? 

Orla, Very well; what would you? 

Rof. I pray you, what is't a clock? 

Orla. You fhould aik me, What time o'day? there*«j 
jid clock in t}ie foreft. I 

itof\ 
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if. Then there is no true lover in the foreft; elfe, 

ig every minute, and groaninp^ every hour, 'W'ould 

il the kzy foot of Time, a^ Well as a clock. 

•/a. And why n^tthfc fwift foot of Time? had not 

been as proper ? 

7/. By no meanffj Sir. Time travels in divers- j5ace3 

divers- perfons. I*U tell you who Time ambles 
xl, who Timetrots withal, Who Time gallops withal^ 
^ho he (lands Hill withal. 
'la. 1 pr'ythee, whom doth he trot withal ? 
2/1 Mkrry, he Irots hard with a young maid be- 
n jthe contrail of her malriage and the day it is fo.- 
lz*d: if the interim be but a fe'nnight, Time's pace 
hard, that it feems the length of feven years. 
•lai Who ambles Time withal? 
ofn With; a prieft that, lacks Latin, and a rich m^m 

hath not the gout: for the one fleeps eafily, bc- 
I he cannot lludy ; and the otlua* lives merrily, be- 
: he feels no pain: the one lacking the' burthen of 
and'Wafteful learning, the other kix)wing no bur- 

of heavy tedious penury. Thefe Time ambles 

'la. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 
9/1 With a thief to the gallows: for th«ugh he go 
ftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too fooa there. 
'la. Whom ftays it iliH withal ? 
of. With lawyers in the vacation ; for they fleep bc- 
n tewn and term, and then they perceive not how 
s moves. 

•la. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 
<j/. With this fhepherdefs, my fifler; here in the 
i of the foreft, like fringe upon a petticioat. ' 
•la. Are you nati've of this place ? 
cf. As the coney, tliat you fee dwell where (he is 
led. 

•la-. Yoirr accent is fomething finer than vou could 
bafe in fo removed a dwelling. 
9/. 1 have been told fo of many ; but, indeed, an 
reUgious uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who 
y%is youth an inland man, ohe that' knew court-i 
^ well; for there he fell in love. I have heard 
y 2 hint 
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liJm read many lefi^ires againft it; I thank God I am 
not a woman, to be touch 'd with fo many giddy offcn- 1 
CC8 as he hath generally tax'd their whole (ex withal 

Oria, Can you remember any of the principal evils \ 
that he laid to the charge of women ? * 

Rof, Tliere were none principal, they were all like 
one another, a3 half-pence are; every one fault feeming 
monilrous, till his fellow fault came to match it. 

OrIa, J pr'ythee, recount fome of them. 

Rof, No; I will not caft away my phyfic, but on 
thofc that arc fick. There is a man haunts the foreft, 
that abufes our young plants with carving Rofalind oft 
their barks; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegit* 
on brambles; all, forfooth, deifying tlie name of R* 
ialind. If I could meet that fancy-monger, I would 
give him fome good counfd, for he feems to have the 
quotidian of love upon him. 

OrAi. I am he that is fo love-fliak'd ; I pray you, tell 
me your remedy. 

. Rof. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you; 
he taught me how to know a uian Li love; in which 
cage of niilies I am fure you are not prifoner. 

Oria, What were his marks? 
< Rof.* A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye 
and funken, which you have not; an unqueftionablc 
fpin't, which you have not; a beai*d negleded, which 

yon have not; but I pardon you for that, for fim- 

ply^your Having in beard is a younger brother's revenue; 

then your hofe ihould be ungarter*d, your bonnet 

unhanded, your fleeve unbutton'd, ybuv (hoe untied, 
and every thing about you demonflrating a carekfs de- 
folation : but you are no fuch man ; you are rather, 
point-device in your accoutrements, as hiving yourfelf, 
than feeming the lover of any otht;r. 

Orla. Fair youth, 1 would I could make thee bellev^ 
I love. J 

Rof, Me believe it ? you -may as foon make her thl^ 
you lovfe, believe it; which, I warrant, fhe is apterto^ 
do, than to confefs (he does ; that is one of the points 
in the which wottien flill give the lie to their confdclicts* 
But, in good footh, are you he that hangs the verfcaypn 
the. trees, wherein Rofalind is fo admired? 

*'" 

. ■ 4 
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Orla. I fwear to thee, youth, by the white baiKl of 
Rofalind, I am that he,, that unfortunate he. ' 

Rof, But are you fo much in love as your rhymes 
fpcak? 

Orla, Neither rhyme nor reafon can exprefs feow 
much. 

Rof. Love is merely a madnefs; and, I tell you, d> 
ferves as well a dafk houfe and a whip, as niadn[ien do ; 
and the reafon why they are not fo punifh*d ai>d cured, 
18, that the lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whippers are 
ia love too. Yet I profefs curing it by counfJel. 

Orla. Did you ever cure any fo? 

Rof. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to iout-i 
gine me his love, his miilrefs:. and I fet him every day 
to woo me. At which time would I, being but a 
»o(mifh youth, gnevs, b^ effeminate, changeable, k>og- 
ing, and liking ; proud, fantailical, apiih, fhattQW, in-« 
eonftant, full of tears, full of fmil(e«;;for every paffion 
fomething, and fbr jio paifion truly any thing, -as boya 
and women are for the moil part cattle of this colour; 
would now Kke him, now loath him; then entertain 
him, then forfwear him; now weep for him, then fpifc 
at him ; that I drave my fuitor from his mad \ humour 
o£ love, to a living humour of madnefs, 'which was, 
to forfwear the full ilream of the world, and to live in 
a nook merely monadic: and thu» 1 cur'd him, and 
this way will I take upon me to wafh your liver as clear 
as a found fheep's heart, that there (hall not be one fpo4 
of love in*t. 

Orla, I will hot be cur'd, youth. , 
. Rof, I would cure' you if you would but call me Ro- 
falind, and come every day to my cote, and woo me. 

Orla. Now, by the faith of my lov€^ I will; tell me 
where it is. 

hRof. Go with me to.it, and 1 will ffiew it you; and, 
by the way, you (hall tell me where in the foreft you 
Mp: Will you go? 

\trfyrlk. With afl my heart, good youth. 
u(:i29^-^Nay,. nay^ you mufl call me Rofab'nd. Coihe^ 
iier^ «iH you go ? {^Exeunt. 

'^. Y'3 SCENE. 
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marncd of him than of anotUer : for he is not like to , 
marry me well: and not being well married, it will be j 
a good cxcufe for me hertrc^er to leave my wife. ' 

yaq. Go thou with me, and let me counfcl thee. 

CIo, Come, fw<et Audrey, we muft be married, or we 
mufl live ill bawdry. Farewell, good Sir Oliver; not 
Ofweei Oliver ^ brave Orfoer^ leave me not helnnd thee; 
but wijid away, begone, i fay, I will not to wedding with 
tlice. 

Sir on. Tis uo tnatter: ne'er a fantaflical knave of 
tbcm all (hall flout ipe oiit of my calling. ^Exeunt, 

SCENE X. Changes to a cottage in theforefl. 

Enter RofaTttidand Celia^ 

Ro/» Never talk to me, 1 will weep. 

Cel. Do, I pr'ythee ; but yet have the grace to (Ott- 
fider, that tears do not become a man. 

Rof. But have 1 not caufe to weep ? 

CVf As good caufe ^s o|ie wpuld defire, therefcMrc weep. 

Rof. His veiy hair is of the difienpbling cpjour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas's: marry, liis ki£» 
fes ai£ Judas's qwn children. 

Rl^, V faith, his hair is^of a good colour. 

Celf An excellent colour: your chefnut was ever the 
only colour. 

Rof And his kiffing is as full of fandlity, as the touch 
of holy beard *. 

CeL He hath bought a pair of caft lips qf Diana; a 
nun of Winter's fifterhood kiifes not more religioufly; 
the very Ice of chaiUty is in them. 

Rof» But why did he fwear he would come this morn- 
ing, and comes not? 

CeL Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him* 

Rof, Do you think fo ? 

Cel, Yes; I think he is not a pick-purfe nor a horfe- 
flcalcr; but for his verity in love, 1 do think him as con- 
cave as a cover'd goblet, or a worm-eaten nut. 

Rof. Not trtje in love ? ^ . . ..,f; .* 

Cel, Yes, when h$:^ Is in ; but I think he is not hj» , , 

Rof. You have heard him fwear downright, he w|M|*' j 

.'....": :^ 

* Meting the kifa of charity from hermits and holy oen^ 
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CeL Was, IS not is: befides, the oath of a lover is no 
ftronger than- the word of a tapfter; they are both the 
confirmers of falfe reckonings ; he attends her.e in thrfo- 
reft on the Duke your father. 

Rof, I niet the Duke yellerday, and had much quef- 
tion \vitli him: he aflv*d me, of what parentage J was; 
I told him, of as good as he ; fo he laugh'd, and let mc 
go. But what talk we of fathers, when there is fuch a 
man as Orlando? 

CeL O, that's a brave nran ! he writes brave vcrfts, 
fpeaks brave words, fwears brave oaths, and-Lreiks them 
bravely, quite t ravers, athwart the heart of his lover; as 
a puifny tilter, that fpurs his horfe but on one fide, 
breaks . his ftaff like a noble gpofe ; but all's brave that 
youth mounts, and folly guides. Who comes here? 

Etifer Conrn 

Cor. Miftrefs and Mafler, you have oft. inquired 
After the (hepherd that complain'd of love ;. 
Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf, 
Praifing the proud difdaiufiil fhegherdcfs. 
That was his miitrefs. 

CeL Well, and what of him I 

Cor. If you will fee a- pageant truFy play'd, 
Between, the pale complexioa of true love. 
And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain ; 
Go hence a little, and I ihall condu£l you, 
If you will mark it. 

Rof, O come, let us remove ; 
Tlie iight of lovcis fecdeth- thofe ialove.: 
Bring us but to this light, and you (hall fay 
I'll prove a bufy ad:or in their play. \_Exeuni. 

SCENE XI. Changes to another part if the fortjl. 

Enter Sylvitu ami Pivbe. 
SyL Sweet Phcbe, do not fcorn me; do not, Phcbe; 
Say, that you love me not; but {ay not £b. 
In bitterncfs. The common exccutitnier, 
Whofe heart th* accuftom'd fight of death makes hard^ . 
Falls not the ax upon the liumblc neck. 
But firfl begs pardon: will you ftenierbe 
Tlian he that deals, and lives by, bloody drops. 

Enter 
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Enter Rofallmly Ceha^ and Corhu 

Phe, 1 would not be thy executioner; 
I fly thee, for 1 would not irijiire thee. • 
Thou teiril me, there is murder in thine eyes; 
*Ti8 pretty, fure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the fraiTft and fofteft things^- 
Who (hut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be call'd tyrants> butchers, mtirdcrers! — 
Now do I frown on thee with all my heart. 
And if mine eyes can Mi-ound', now let them kUl thee: 
Now counterfeit to fwoon^ why, now fall down ; 
Or if thou can'lt not, oh, for fhame, for flianve, 
Liie not, to fay mirte eyes are murderers. 
Now fhew the wound mine eyes have made m thee;- 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and^ere remains 
Some fear of it ; lean but upon a ru(h, 
The cicatrice and capable nhprefTure 
Thy palm fome moment keeps ; but now min€ eycBj. 
Which I li»ve darted at thee, hurt thee not;. 
Nor, I am fure, there is mi force in eyes^ 
That can do hurt. 

SyL O dear Phebe, 
If ever (as that ever may be near) 
You meet in fome frefti cheek the power of fancyjr 
'! hen fliall you knot*" the wounds invifible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Phc. But till that tiine, ^ 

Gome not tliou neai* me; and" when that time comesj 
Affliil me with th^' mocks, pity me not; 
As, till th*it time, I fhalF not pity thee. 

Rof. And ^^'hy, I pray you ? who might be your mother,* 
That yoQ infult, exalt, and riail, at once 
Over the v/retched ? what though you have beauty, 
( As, by niy faith, I fee no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 
Moll: you be therefore proud and pitilefs? 
Why, wluit means this ? why do you look on me ? 
1 fee no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature's fale-work: odds, my little life! 
1 think (lie means to tangle mine eyes tcoi 
No, faith, p:o'.idmiitrefs, hope not after it ; 
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'TIs not youHnky brows, your black filk hair, 
"Vour bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of creair;. 
That can entame my fpirits to your worfhip. 
You foolifh fhepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Xiike "foggy fouth, puffing with wind and rain ? 
You are a thoufand times a properer man, 
'Than fhe a w^gmdh. 'Tis fuch fools d^s you, 
'That make the world full of ill-favour'd children; 
"*Tis not lier glafs, but you, that flatter her ; 
And out of you (he fees herfelf more proper, 
Than any of her lineaments can fhow her. 
"But, Miftrefs, know yourfelf ; down on your knees. 
And thank Heav'n, falling, for a good man's love ; 
Tor I muft tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can, you are not for all markets, 
Cry the man mercy, k)ve him, take his offer ; 
Poul * is molt foul, being found to be a fcoffer: 
IS0 take her to thee, fhtrpherd ; fare you well. 

P/}e, Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Rof. He^s fallen in love with your fouhiefs, and fhe'U 

fall in love with my anger. ;— If it be fo, as fall as fhe 

anfwers thee, with frowning looks, I'll fauce her with 
bitter words. Why look you fo upon me ? 

Phc, For no ill-will I bear you. 

Re/, I pray you, do not fall in love with nie; 
For I am falfer than vows made in wine ; 
Befides, I like yoei^ot. If you will know my houfe, 
'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by. 
Wni you go, fifler? fhepherd, ply her hard; 
Come, lifter ; faepherdefs, look on him better. 
And be not proud ; tho' all the world could fee. 
None could be fo abus'd in fight as he. 
Come, to our flock. [_£xeunt Rof, Cel. and Conn, 

Phe. Deed fhepherd, now I find thy faw of might j 
Who ever lov'd that lov'd not at firll fight \ 

SyL Sweet Phebe! 

Phe. Hah: what fay 'ft thou, Silvius ? 

SyL Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

P/je, Why I am forry for thee, gentle Sylvius. 

Syf. 
* By the word foui here is meant ill -favoured. 
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Syl, Where-ercr forrow is, relief would be ; 
If you do fomw at iny gnef in lo\'e, 
By giving love, yoar forrow and my grief 
Were both extermin'd. * 

Plft, Thou haft my love; is not that neighbouiiy? 

Syi. I would have you. 

Phe, Why, that were covetoufnefs. 
Sylvius, the time was that I hated thee ; 
And yet it is not that 1 bear thee love ; 
But fmcc that thou canft talk of love fo well, 
Thy company, which erft was irkfome to me, 
1 will endure ; and I'll employ thee too : 
But do not look for further recompenfe, 
Than thine own gladnefs-that thou art employ M. 

SyL So holy and fo pei*fe6l is my love, 
And I in fuch a poverty of grace, 
That I fhall think it a mod plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harveft reaps : loofe now and then 
A fcattcr'd fmile, and that I'Ulive upon. 

Phe. Know'll thou tlie youth that fpoke to meerewhUe? 

SyL Not very ^yell, but I have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage and tKe bounds 
That the old Carlot once was mafter of. 

Phe. " Think not I love him, tho' I afk for him; 
"/Tis but a peevifh boy, yet he talks well. 
** But what care I for words? yet words do well, 
<« When he that fpeaks them, pleafes thofe that hear, 
« It is a pretty youth, not very pretty; 
" But, fure, he's proud ; and yet his pride becomes hiin. 
*< He'll make a proper man ; the belt thing in him 
*' Is his complexion ; and fafter than his tongue 
<* Did make offence, his eye did heal it up : 
** He is not very tall, yet for his years he's tall; 
<« His leg is but fo fo, and yet 'tis well; 
** There was a pretty rednefs in his lip, 
** A little riper, anymore luily red, . 
« Than that mix'd in his cheek : 'twas juft the difiereiiCC 
•<* Betwixt the conllant red and mingled damaik. ^^ 

** There be fome women, Sylvius, had they mark'dhin* 
" In parcels as 1 did, would have gone near 
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"•To fall in love with him ; but, for my part, 

" 1 love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet 

" I have more caufe to hate him than to love him; 

" For what had he to do to chide at me? 

" He faid mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 

** And, now I am remember'd, fcom'd at me. 

** 1 marvel why I anfwer'd not again : 

** But that's all one, omittance ^s no quittance.'* 

rU write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thou fhaltbear it: wilt thou, Sylvius? 

Syl. Phcbe, with all my heart. 

P^. I'll write it ftraight: 
The matter's in my head, and in my heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paifing (hort. 
Go with me, Sylvius. [^ExetgU^ 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Continues in the forejl. 

Enter Rofalhtd^ Celia^ and Jaquef* 

Jaq, 1 PR'YTHEE, pretty youth, let me be better 

acquainted with thee. 
llof. They fay you are, a melancholy fellow. 
Jaq. I am fo ; I do love it better than laughing, 
Rof» Thofe that are in extremity of either arc abo- 
minable fellows 5 and betray tliemfelves to every modem 
ccnfure, worfe, than drunkards. 

Jaq, Wliy, 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing. 
Rof. Why then, 'tis good to be a poll. 
jfaq. I have neither the fcholar^s fnflancholy, which 
is emulation; nor the mufician's, which is fantaftical; 
nor the courtier's, which is proud; nor the ftjdier's, 
which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's which is politic; 
nor the lady's, which is nice; nor 'the lover's, which is 
all thefe ; but it is a melancholy of mine own, com- 
pounded of many *fimples, ext rafted from many objefts, 
and, indeed, the fundry contemplation of my travels, in 
which my often rumination wraps me in a moft humorous 
fadncfs. 

Vol. it. Z Rof. 
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Rsj. A traveler! b^ msf ^kk, ^oa Invc gicat leM 
to be £id: I liear yoe kame HoU jov ofini bids to ice 
tAa rnm^x cbcs, to bave iiocB alld^ aad to hafC no- 
tkiD^, ff to bavv nch Cfo^ «h1 poor kiack. 

JTiif • Yes, I haw gain'd bk ^xpcneaoe. 

£ki:fr OrLimdo, 

Rff. A»d yoor dpciicDcc makes yov iad: I bad it- 
ikcT hare a fool to laake me meny ^ tka^ ezperkoce to 
make me (ad, aod to^nvd for it too. 

OrZ^ Good day and h^piaefs, dear RofaHnd! 

^ii^. Nay, then God be wi' you, ao you talk in lAank 
jrcrfc. [£xif. 

5CENE II. 

Rof, ** Farcwdl, Monficur Traveller; look you lifpt 
"and wear ilr^nge fuits; difable all the benefits of 
" your own coimtry; be out of love with your nativityi 
.** and abnoil chide God for making you that counte- 
** nance you arc; or I will fcarce think you have fwam 
.** in a gondola. Why, how now, Orlando, whert 
♦* have you been all this while? You a lover? an you 
«* fcrve me fuch another tHek, never come in miy figtt 
^* more. * 

Orla. My fadr Rofalind> I come within aa hour of 
my promife. 

Rof. « B^^eak an hour's, promtfe in loye! he that will 
" divide a minute into a thpuf^nd parts, and break bi^ 
•** a part of the thoufandth part of a minute in the affair* 
** of love, it may be faid of him, that Cupid hatib 
" clapt him 0* th' fhoulder, but 1*11 warrant bun heart- 
M whoic.'^ 

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofalind, 

Rof* Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more ui my 
fight : I had as hef be woo*d of a &ail. 

Qrla^ Ofafnafl? 
. jR^. M Ay, of a fnail; for though he comes flowly, 
.<* he carries fais hoitfe on lus head : a better joiuture, I 
<* think, than ^ou make a woi^^n^ Bdidcs, he brings 
.*«. hi$ deftiny with him.'* 

Orla. What's that? -v 

Rof. " Why, horns; which fuch as you are 
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hdldai; to yoiir waves f(rfr: but he comes atmed 
fortune, and prevents the flander df hi* t«ife." 
V«tu€ is no hom-makerl and my Rofah'tid is 

u 
And I aim your Rofaiind. 

It pleafes him' to call you fo ; feat he h«fth a- Rb- 

f a better leer than yx)U. 
Come, woo me, woo me ; for noW I am -in a ho- 

imotir, arid Eke enough tb ^nfeiil. What wbuld 
to me now an I Wert yoiJr very, very Rofalkid? 
1 would kifs before i fpbke. 4 

Nay, you were belter fpeak fkft; «*id witen yoa' 

avefl'd for lai^k of matter., yiou might t<ikfe occa- 

kils. Very good orators, when tliey aVe oUt, they 

t; and for lovers lacking^ Ood >^am ufe, -matter, 

snlieft fhift is tokifs. 

. How if the kifs be dehred ? . 
Then (he puts you to intrcaty, and' there bfcgiiva- 

tter. 
Who could be out, beii^ before his bekvjbd -mif- 

Mai*ry, that ftouklyou^ if I were yo(«r miftrefs ^ 
mid think my honefty ranker than my tv'kk 
What, of my fuit? " 

Not out of your apparel, and yetoit 'of ydttriuit. " 
t I your RxjfaHnd ? 

. I take fome joy to fay you*are; 4)ecau& I tvbuld 
ingofhcr. 

Well, in her perfon, I fay, I wiH httt liaVe you. 
. Then in mine own perfon 1 die-. 

No, faith^ die by attorney i t^e |>6©r world is 
fix thoiifand years old, and in ^dl this titoe thert: 
>t any man died in his own pei'fon, videkcety in k 
ufe. Troilus had his brains dafliM ott with a* 
1 club, yet ke did what he could to ^e before; 

is one of the patterns of love; lieanderv he 
have liv'd many a far yeaa-, though Hero iiad 

nnn, if it had not been for a hot itnidfumbier- 

for, good ymlthi he went but forth to -wtfli ih 
•Uefpont, and, being taken with die cranky was 
d ; and tlie foolifh chronickrs of that a^e found' 
, — Hero of Seito«. But ikefe aie all lies 5 men 
Z 2 have 
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have died from time to time, and wonm. have eaten 
thcmj but not for love. 

Orla. I would not have my right RofaKnd of this 
mind; for 1 proteft her frown might kill me. 

Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a fly: but come; 
now I will be your Rofah'nd in a more coming-on difpo- 
. Iition J and afk me what you will, I will grant it. 
Orku Then love me, Rofalind. 
Rtf. Yc8, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and alL 
Orliu And wilt thou have me ? 
Rof. Ay, and twenty fuca. 
Orla. What (ay'ft thou? 
Rof Are you not good? 
Orla. I hope fo. 

Rof Why then, can one defire too much of a good 
thing ? Come, fitter, you (hall be the prieft, and marry 
us. Give mc your hand, Orlando. What do you laYi 
fitter? ' 

Orla. Pray thee, marry us. 
CeL I cannot fay the words. 

Rof. You mutt begin, Will you, Orlando . 

CeL Go to; will you, Orlando, have to wife thii 
Rofalind? 
-^ Orla. I will. 

Rof Ay, butwiien? 

Orla. Why n«w, as faft as (he can marry us. 
Rof Then you mutt fay, I take thee, Rofalind for 
wife. 

Orla. I take thee Rofalind for wife. 
Rof I might afk you for your commiffion, but I da 
take thee Orlando for my huft^and : there's a girl goes 
before the prieft, and certainly a womaa'a thought runs 
before her actions. 

Orla. So do all thoughts; they are wing*d. 
Rof Now tell me, how long would you have her, 
after you have poffefs'd her? 
Orla. For ever and a day. 
Rof < Say a day, without the evei-. No, no,.Oir- 

* lando: men are April when they woo, Decembo: 

* when they wed ; maids are May when they are maidSf 

* but the UHT changes when they are v:hit^ : J willl^ 
'more jeafflfo of thee than a Barbary cock-pi^^pi . 
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8 faeti; more ckhiorous than a parrbt againft rkin ; 
lew-farigled than an ape; moi'e gidjjr in tiiy dfe- 
an a itioiikey : I will W^^p for nothil^, Yikc Ijiana 
-ountain, and I wM do that when you are difpote'd 
neny : I will laugh like a hyen, and that whetv 
* inch'n'd to weep.* 
But wi)l my Rofaljnd do fo? 
By my life, (he wfll dom lioi 
O, but ifhe is wSe. 

6r ulfe (ht ^&dd Tlot hftvc ttte wit to do t^ r 
r, the waywarder : make the doors faft upon a Wo- 
it, and it will out alt Uie cftteihent:; ^ik that^ and. 
It attWkcy hole; ftt^ that^ ft^iwil ty \rith tise^ 
ut at ^ik chimney. 

A man that had a.#afe twth-ftich. tt ^ he mi^t 
t, whkhcr wilt? 

Nay, you might keep th«r t^t^lLfor ft>,fffl ycAr. 
)r wife*8 int gbSig lb four hfeiglfbb'ur'^ b^d. 
SAJndwhat wit dould Mt baveYo ekcirf^ thaft? 
Miafiryy to fay fhe cannie to feek you thci^: yofti» 
^ lake bcr^thout her fenfwer, uiiJeft you tftkc 
hout lier tongue. O that w^bmah that can^idt 
:r iault feer hafband's bceafion, Id hei- rteVer toHfe 
dj herfeHi for fhe will breed it lik^ ti fooll 
Foe thefe two hours, Rofaiind^ I ivdl" kavc tfiee. 
Alas, dear love, 1 cannot lack thee two hours. 
I muft attend the Duke at dinna*j by twa 
I will be with, thee again. 

Ay, g^ yo"ur wayis, i^o your Ways-; 1 knew ^hat 
uld prove, my friend* told me as much, and £ 
:«o fefs; thit flattering tongue of youffe won me; 
onfi call away^ ajid fo coine deaths Two o' tkf 
your ho^r ! 
Ay, fweet feofalind. 

By my trotli, and in good eamcft, aii(d ib God: 
ie, and by aH pretty oaths that are not dartger- 
you break one jot of your probiife^ or come one 
behind your hour, I wHl think you the moil athe- 
•cak-promife, and the hibft hollow lover, and the 
iworthy of h?r you call Rofalipd, ,that may be- 
)ut of th^ grbfe bAnd of tht iin1aithftil| therefore 
my ccnfure^ and kk^ ybiir ^rbriiifc. 

Z J Or: 
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Orla. With no lefs rdigion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Roialin^^ fo adieu. 

Rof. Wefi, Time is the old juftice that es^amines all 
fuch offenders, and let Time try. Adieu \ [^ExU Orla, 

SCENE III. 

Cei, You have (imply mifus'd our fcx in your lotc- 
prate : we muft have your doublet and hofe pluck'd over 
your head, and (hew the .world what the bird hath done 
to her own neft. 

Rof. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little f:oz, that thou 
did(i know how many fathom deep I am in love; but i( 
camnot be founded : my affetlion hath an unknown bot- 
tom, like the bay of PortugaL 

Cei, Or rather, bottomlefs; that as, fad as you pour a£- 
.fedtion in it, it runs out. 

Roft < No, that fame wicked bailard of Venus, that 

* was beg^ot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen, and bom of 

* madneu; that blind rafcally boy, that abufes every one's 

* eyes, becaufe his own are out ; let him be judge how 

* deep 1 am in love;' I'll tell thee, Aliena, I camiot be 
out of the fight of Orlando; I'll go find a (hadow, and 
figh till he come. 

CeL And I'll fleep* lExeunf. 

SCENE IV. Enter Jaques^ Lordsy and Forejlers. 

Jaq, Which is he that kill'd the deer ? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

yaq. Let's prefent him to the Duke, Eke a Roman 
conqueror; and it would 60 well tb fet the deer's horns 
upon his head, for a branch of^idlory. Have you no fong^ 
Forefter for this purpofe ? 

For. Yes, Sir. 

Jaq. Sing it ; "tis no matter how it be in tune, fo k 
make noife enough. 



Muficy Song. 

Whatjhall he iavfi that iiltd the deer} 
Hu leather Jkm and honu to wean^ 
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Thenjing him home: take thou nofcorn 

To wear the horn ^ the hotn^ the horn: ^ The reft ffiali 

// nxas a creji ere thou wq/l born* \ bear thw bur- 

Thy father* s father more U^ J thea. 

jind thy father bore it ; 

The horny the horny the Itt/ly hortfp 

Is not a thing to laugh to f corn, \_Exeunt* 

SCENE V. Enter RofaFind and Celia. 

' Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two o'clock? 
I wonder much Orlando is not here. 

CeL I warrant you, with pure love. a*id troubled brain, 
he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth to 
fleep. Look, who coiites here. 

Enter Silvtus, 

SyL My errand is to you, fair youth. 
My gentle Phebe bid me gis^ you this: 
1 know not the contents; but, as I guefs. 
By the ftern brow and we^piih a^ion 
Which (he did.ufe as fhe was writing of it, 
It bears an angr) tenor; pardon mc,^ 
I am but as a guiltlefs meflengcr. 

Rof Patience herfelf would ftartle at this letter. 
And pj^y the fwaggerer ; bear this, bear all, 
She fays I am not fair; that I lack manners^ 
She cails me proud, and that fhe could not love me 
Were man as rare as phoenix : 'odds my wiU! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt. 
Why writes fhe fo to me ? Well, f hcpherd, well. 
This is a letter of your own device. 

SyL No, I protefl 1 kn'ow not the contents; 
Phebe did write it. 

Rof Come, come, you're a fool. 
And tum'd into th' extremity of love. 
I faw her hand, fhe has a leathern hand, 
A free-ilone-colour'd hand ; I verily did think. 
That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her handa; 
^" " i a hufwife's hali(k but that's no matter; 
,vlh^ never did invent this letter; 
sts a man's invention, and his hand* 
Sure it is L^ft. . 

' R^f 
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Rof, Wby, *tii a lKM#eroiis and a crud ftyle, 
A fl]^fcMr tbaBengers; %«%» ftie defies iBe, 
L^e Turk to Chrityan ; wofiias's g^tk bmrn 
Could not drop forth fuch giaaft rttde si VciriticMi ; 
Such £thx^ words, bbcker m their dk^ 
Than in their ccuntcnance. Wfll you hear the fetter ? 

Sy/» iH> pkafe you, for I nev«r beard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 

Rof. She Phebe's me; mark how the tytanl^writefc 
[Iteads^l jfrt tb^m God h^fijeffberS huii% 
That a mcttdem*! heart haih lnlrn*d> 
Can a woinan rafl tht»? 
^y. Cdl you this raifogf 
Rof [Reads.] Why^thy GiMiod IM apMir^ 
IVarr^Ji thou with a nvoman^s heart? 
Did you ever hear fuch railing ? 
IVblles the eyt of man M ttoo mt^ 
That could do no ^•oenged^ude ^o ^. 
Meaning ilie a beaft ! 

If the f com cfyou^ brigh tynt 

JIavepoitfet Jo riiSfefi^ hve tk mhu^ 

jiiack, in mCf ^hdfjfrai^e effe& 

Would they work fH mdd afpeSf 

Whiles yon chid 4tte, I didhve ; 

How then might yduitftvyen ntoifc^ % 

He that brings this love to thee, 

Little knont^s ibis iove in me; 

And by hhnfeal up thy ntind^ 

Whether that thy youth and Mmf 

Wilt the faithful opr take 

Of me, and all that / can Maki;, 

Or tlfe hy him ¥ny loife defry^ 

And then /''lljludy hqiif to dic^m 

SyL Call you this chiding ? 

CeL Ahs, poor (hepherdf 

Rof Do you pity fiiml no, he deleHitS hd "pit^. 
Wilt thou love fudi a wom^n f what, to mak^ tb^ lot 
inftrument, ttttd pity feife trfeJas up6n tbeti feiSt't» He- 
endured! Well, go yb\xt t^y to hcJ-, {fbt I fec\ib# , 
hath made thee ^ liame (b^e,) Mid fay 1Mb f6 |I(4^ 
That ifjhe iovi wr, / cbgrge her H hoe tbift^; i^ ^^mSO^ 
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•i<7/, / win nfver have her, unlefi thou intreat for her. If 
you be a true lo^r, hence, and not a word; for here 
comes more company. \jEx'U SyL 

SCENE Vr. E flier OUver. 

OIL Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you know> 
'^Yhe^c, in the purlieus of this foreil, (lands 
A (heep-cete fenc'd about with olive-trees I 

CeL Weft of this place, down in the rieighbour bottom, 
*The rank of oilers, by the munnuring ftream, 
i.eft on your right hand, brings you to the place ^ . 
But at this hour the houfe dodi keep itfelf, 
*lliere*s none within. 

OiL If tliat an eye may profit by a tongue^ 
Then fhould I know you by defcription, 
Such garments, and fuch years: the bey tsfalr^ 
Of female favour y and bejionvs himfelf 
Like a ripejifter: but the luontan low. 
And browner than her brother, hxt not you 
The owner of the houfe I did enquire for? 

CeL It is po boaft, being afk'd, to fay, we are. 

Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both. 
And to that youth he calls his Rofalind, 
He fends his bloody napkin. Are you he ? 

Rof, I am; what muft we under li and by this? 

Oli, S6me of my (hame, if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, aad where 
This handkerchief was ftain^d. 

CeL I pray you, tell it. 

Oli. When laft the young Orlando parted from youy 
He left a promife to return again 

Within an hour ; and pacing through the foreft, , 

Chewing the food of fweet and liitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye alide. 
And mark what objedl did prefent itfelf. 

* Under an oak, whofe boughs were mofs'd with age, 

* And high top bald with dry antiquity ; 

* A wTCtched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 

* JLay fleeping on his back ; about his neck 

* A green and gilded fnake had wreath'd itfelf, 

« Who with her head, nimble in threats, approaeh'd 
< The opening of his mouth; but fuddcnly 
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^ Seeing Oiiando, h unlinkM itfelf, ^ 

^ And with indented gfides did flip away ! 

* Into a bufh; under which bufh's ffiade j 

* A liuneis, i^nth ndder» all drawn dry, 

* Lay coiiclMng head on ground, wfth cat-like watcb 

* When that the fleeping man fliolild ftir ; for *ti8 

* The ro)'al difpofitioiv of that beaft, 

* To prey on. nothing that doth feem as dead :* 
This feen, Orlando did approadi the man. 
And found it was his brother, his eldeft Brothl^r. 

Ceh O, I have heard hhn fpeak of that faftie bfcftkl-* ,• 
And he dfd render hkn tire mofl: tinnaturd ! 

That liv*d 'mongli men. 

0/i, And wdl he might fo do;. 
For, well I know, he was unnaturral. 

Rof. But, teOriando; did he leave him there, 
Food to the fuck'd and hOngry liohefs ? i 

0/i. Twfce did he turn* his back, arid purpoi'-d &t 
But kindnefs, hobler cVer than rev^nge^ ' 

And nature llrbngef than liis juft oCc^fioKi, 
Made hirn give battk to the IrOtieft, 
Who quickly fell before hfih ; in sxrhith Hirit^g 
Fixjm miferable flumber I awak'd. 

CeL Arc you his brother? 

Rof, Was it you he rcfcuM ? . 

Cel V/as it you»th^ did' fo oft cotitrfvfe Valfll hjitif 

OIL ' 1 was I ; but ^tis not I ; I do tiot ftittctt 
To tell you what I was, firt^e my (IroftVerfion 
So fweetly tafVes, being the thing 1 am. 

Rof. But for the bloody nap kia?-r- 

OIL By, aiid by. 
When from the firft to laft, Betwixt lis tlvo, , 
Tears our redotmtments had moft kindly batli*fl^ 
As how I came into that defwt place; 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gtiv.e iTiC frefh array and eritertainment. 
Committing me ufito my brother's love; 
Who led me inllaiitly unto hfs cave, 
There llrip'd hfmfelf, and here upon his arm 
The lionefs had torn fome fl^fh a\\'ay, 
Which all this while had bled; and now lie feJfittff^ • 
And cry'd, in fainting,, upou Rofalind / ■ • -^ * • ■* 

Briei 
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ieF, I recoYcr*4 liun^. boiind up hiV wound; 
nd, after fomc fmall fpace, "being ftrong at heart, 
kfeut 916 bither^ ftranger s(s I am, 
teU this ftory> that you might excufe 
lis broken promife; and to give this napkin, 
)y*d in his.blood, unto the ihephenl youth, 
^t he in^port doth call his Rofalind. 
Cel, Why, how now Ganymede, fwcet, Ganymede? 

iRo/./ahiU. 
CB, Many will fwoon when they -do look on blood. 
CeL There k more in it :-~-Couiin Ganymede ! . 
OS. Look, he recovers. 
Rof, Would I were at home ! 
Cel. We*ll lead you thither, 
pray you, will you take him hy the arm? 
OH. Be of good cheer, youth; you a man? you lack 
^n\ heart. 

Rof. I do fo, I confefs it. Ah, Sir, a body woiJd 
ink this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell your 
other how well I counterfeited: heigh ho!*— 
Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great tclji- 
t>ny in your complexion, that it was a pafllon of eamell. 
Rof. Counterfeit, I affure you. 

OR. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to 
: a man. 

Rof. So I do : but, i'faith, 1 (hould hav^ been a wo- 
^tt by right, 

Cel. Cp)a^ you look paler and paler; pray you, di*aw 
)meward8; good Sir, go with us. 
OS* That will I ; for 1 mu(t bear anfwer back, 
low you excufe my brother, RofiUind. 
Rof, SUhall.devife fomething; but, I pray you, com- 
endt my counterfeiting to him. Will you go? 

AGT V. SCENE I. 

Theforejl. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 

0bmf9t» V ¥ E fhall find a time, Audrey; patience, 
If^ntle Audrey. 
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y^yj. Faith, the pricft was good enough, for all th^ 
old gcnticman's faying. ; ' 

do. A mod wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey ; a moft vilc| ^ 
Mar-text 1 but, Audrey, there it a youth here in the fo- 
reft lays claim to you. 

j4uJ, Ay, I know who 'tis, he hath no intereft iam<: 
in the world ; here comes the man you mean. 



^ 



Enter Wtiriam, 



Clo. It i« meat and drink to me to fee a clown ; by my 
troth, we tliat have good wits, have much to anfwerfor: 
we fhallbe flouting; we cannot hold. 

^i//. Good cv'n, Audrey. 

yiud. God ye good ev'n, William. 

IVilL And good ev'n to you. Sir. 

Clo. Good cv'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, co- 
ver thy head; nay, pr'ythce be cover'd. How old are 
you, friend? 

IV'dL Five and twenty, Sir. 

do. A ripe age. Is thy name William? 

IVUL WilUam, Sir. 

Clo. A fair name. Waft born i' th* foreft here! 
• IVilL Ay, Sir, I thank God. 

Clo. Thank God: agoodanfwer. Art rich? 

Will, 'Faith, 5ir,fo,fo. 

Clo, So, fo, is eood, very good, very excellent goodi 
and yet it is not; it is but fo lo. Art thou wife? 

Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Clo, Why, thou fay 'ft well: I do now remember a 
faying, The fool doth think he is tvife^ but the 'wife ma% 
knows himfelf to he a fooL The heathen philofopher, 
when he had a defire to eat a grape,- would open his lips 
when he put it into his mouth ; meaning thereby, that 
grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. You do love 
this maid ? 

Will. 1 do, Sir. 

Clo. Give me your hand. Art thou learned? 

WdL No, Sir. 

Clo. Then learn this of me ; to liave, h to have. For 
it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink being poured out of 
a cup into a glafs,'by filling the one doth empty the o- 

thcr. 
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ber. For all yonr writers do confcnt, that ipfe 1% he r 
ow you are not ipfe; for I am he. 

IViJL Which he, Sir? 

CIo. He, Sir, that muft marry this woman j there- 
»re you. Clown, abandon, which id in the vulgar, 
kave the fociety, which in the booriAi, is company, of 
this female ; which in the common, is woman ; which 
together is, abandon the fociety of this female: or 
;Clown, thou periiheft; or, to thy better underflanding, 
|diell ; or, to wit, 1 kill thee, make thee away, tranflate 
1% life into death, thy liberty into bondage; I will 
|4eal in poifon with thee, or in baftinado, or in fteel; I 
|will bandy with thee in faction ; I will over-run thee 
rTplth policy 5 I wiD kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; 
^therefore tremble aijd depart. 
, yfi///. Do, good William - 
: fVilL God reft you merry, Sir. [^Exif, 

I Enter Corin, 

Car, Our mafter and miftrefs feek youj come away, 

Clo, Trip, Audrey; trip, Audiey; I attend, I attend. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE ir. Enter Orlando and Olhoer. 

Or!a, Is't poflible, that on fo little acquaintance you 
fhoiild like her? that, but feeing, you flioul^ love her; 
and loving, woo ? and wooing, fhe fhould grant ? and 
will you perfcvere to enjoy her ? 

OIL Nefther call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the 
poverty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden woo- 
ing, nor her fudden confenting; but fay with me, I 
love Aliena ; fay with her, that fhe loves me; confent 
with both, that we#may enjoy each other; it'^fliall be to 
ypur good; for my father's houfe, and all the revenue 
that was old Sir Rowland's, will I eftate upon you, and 
here live and die a fhepherd. 

Enter Rofallnd, 

Orla. You have my confent. Let your weeding 

b€ ,to-morrow; thither will I invite the Duke, and all 

hift cOolented followers ; go you, and J)repare Aliena ; 

for,.-k>Qk ycu, here comes my Rofalind. 

' Vorf. 11. A a. Raf. 
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R^. God ^HFc yom hrotkcr. 

Ofi. And TOOy fair £Aa» 

Rtf, Oh, mj dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fetfta 
thee wear th j heart ia a icarf . 

(Mk It is SBf arm. 

Rif I thoqght thy heart iiad been ^woinided with tbe 
idaws of a lion. 

Orbk. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

i^i9/l Did your Ixothcr tiil you how I countafelted 
to firooBy when he (hew'd me your handkerchief? 

Orlfi. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Raf, O9 1 know where rou are: nay, 'tis true: there 
wan never any thing io luddirn, but the iight of ti^ 
ramtf and Caefax's thrafonical brag of I camt^ faw, 2jA 
overcame : for your -brother and my iiiler do fooner met, 
but they look 'd; no fooner look'd, but they lovM; ns 
fooner lov'd* but they iigh'd; no &>oner iigh'd, birf 
they aflc'd ont another the rcal'ou ; no fooner knew the 
rcafon, but they fought the remedy; and in thefe de- 
grees have ^ey made a pair of ftairs to marriage, whldi 
they will climb incontinent, or elfe be incontinc^nt b^ 
lore marriage. They are in the very wrath of love, and 
they will together. Clubs cannot part them. 

Qria, They fhall be married to-moirow ; and I will 
bid the Duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitten 
thing it is, tp look into happincfs through another man'« 
eyes I by fo much the more ihall I to-fliorrow be at tk 
height of heart-heaviocfs, by how much i fhall t^Jmk 
my brother happy, in having what he wifhes for. 

RoJ. Why, then^ to-morrow I cannot fervc your turn 
Sox Rofalifld? 

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Rof. I^-ill weary you then no longer with idle talk- 
ing. Know of me then, for now I Tpeak to fome pur^ 
fofe, that 1 know you are a gentleman of good conceit 
fpeak not this, that thou mould bear a good opioioa 
of my knowledge ; infomuch, I fay, I know what you 
arc; neither do I l^x>ur for a greater efteem than may 
ia fome little meafure . draw a behef from you to do 
yourfclf goo4» and not to grace me. Believe then, if 
you pl^afe, that I can do ib^ge things. I have, fioce 
J[ was t^u^e years old, convers'd with a magician^ moft 

profound 
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ofound m his art, and yet liot damndXoie. If you do- 
?e Rofalind fo near the heart, as your gefture cries it 
It, when your brother marries AKena, yion ifhall marry 
r. I Jcoow into what ilraits of fortune rtie is driven ; 
d it is not impofiibk to me, S it appear not iticonveni- 
t to you, to fet her before your eyes to- morrow; hu- 
an as (he is, and without any danger. 
Or/a. Speak'ft thou iafiobcr meanings? 
Rof. By my lifts, I do ; wkichi I tender dearly, though 
fay 9 I am a magician; therefore put you on your hie^ 
ray ; bid your friends, fbr if you will be married *to-m©r- 
w» you ihall; and to Rofalind,. if yoiu wilL 

SCENE- m. Entir Byivks and Fhebe. 

ook, b:ere comes a lover of mme, and a iover lyf ber^^ 

Pli£. Youth, you iiave dooie nW imic^h ungeotleneis^ 
b Aiew the letter that I wait to f<m» 

Rof 1 care not, if rl bave;. k is my flody 
b feem defpightfiil and ungentle tb yduy. 
ou are there follow'd by a faithful fhepherd? 
ook upon him, love him ; he worihips youi 

Phe, * Good fhepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love:' 

fy/. * It is to be made .all* of %h8 aAd teors^ 
And fo am I for Pliebe.' 

Pht. And I for Ganyntkede. 

brla. And I for Rofalind. 

Rff. And I for no womaa^ 

SyL *' It is to be made all of fakJft^ and iiemices ; 
And fo am I for Phebe.' 

Phe. And I for Ganymede^ 

Orla. And I for Rofalind. 

Ro/, And I for no woman^ 

SyL *■ It is to be all made fantafy,^ 

AH made of paflion, ^nd all made of wifHe«^ 

All adbratioi^ duty,. and obfiervanoe. 

All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience, 

All purity, all trial, all obfervance; * 

And fo am I for Phebc' 

Phe. And fo am I for Ganymede; ' 

Oria* And fe am I for RoiaUnd. 

Rof. And fo am I for no woman. 

^: A a 2 Phe. 
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Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

[To Rof- 

SyL If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

[Jo Pk 

Orla. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

Hqf. Who do you fpeak to, Why blame you me to _ 
love you? I 

Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Rof. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis hke thehoT^l- 
ing of Irifh wolves againft the moon ; I 3;vill help you 
if I can; I wou.d love you if I could; to-morrow meet 
me all together. I will marry you, if ever I many wo- 
man, and Pli be married to-morrow; [To Phebe.'] I 
will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfy'd man, and you ftisJl be 
married to-morrow; [To Orla.'] I will content you, if 
what pleafes you contents you ; and you fhall be mar- 
ried to-morrow; [To SyJ*'] As you love Rofalind, meet; 
as you love Phebe, meet ; and as I love no woman, I'H 
meet. So fare you well; I' have left you commands. 

SyL I'llnotfafl,iflHve. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Orla. Nor I. [Exsunt, 
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SCENE IV. Enter Clown and Audrey. 

Clo. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey: toimor- 
row will we be married. 

jiud, « I do defire it with all my heart ; and 1 hope 
*' it is no. diihonefl defire, to defire to be a woman of 
«« the world." Here come two of the banifh'd Dukt^s 
pages. 

Enter two pagei, - 

1 Page, Well met, honefl gentleman. 

Clo, By my troth, well met : come, fit, fit, and a fong. 

2 Page* We arc for you, fit i' th* middle. 

1 Page, Shall ii#e clap into't roundly, without hawk- 
ing, or fpitting, or faying we arc hoarfe, which are the 
only prologues to a bad voice? 

2 Page, l*faith, i 'faith, and bpth In a tune, L*ke two 
crypfies on a horfe. 

^^^ SONG. 
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SONG. 

It was a lo'oer and his lafs, 

IViib ahejy and a ho^ and a hey uomaOf 
That (Per the green corn-field did pafs 
In the fpring'time ; the pretty Jpring-iime^ 

When birds dofing^ hey ding a ding, ding^ 

S^weet lovers love the Jpring^ 

j^nd therefore taJ^e the frefent timer 

With a heyy and a hoy and a hey nonino ; 

For love is crowned with the prime^ 
In the Jpring-time^ Sec* 

Betviien the acres of the rye^ 

With a heyy and a ho^ and a bey nonino f. 
Tbefe pretty country-folks would Ue^ 
. In the fpring'time y 8c<u 

The carol theyr began that hour^ 

With a heyy and a ho^ and a hey nonino^ 

How that a life was but afiower^ 
In tbefpring-timey &c. 

Clo. Truly, young gentleman, though there was na 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untirne- 
able. 

I Page, You are deceiv'd Sir, we kept time, we loft 
not our time. 

Clo. By my troth, yes ; I count it bttt time loft to 
hear fuch a fooKfh fong. God be wi' you, and God mend 
your voices. Come, Audrey. £Exeunt»^ 

SCENE V. 

Changes to another part of the forefl* 

Enter Duke femor^ Amiensy jfaquesy Orlando, Ollxery 
and Celia, 

Dulie fen, Doft thou believe, Otlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath pronufed ? 

Orla, I fometimes do believe, and fometimes. do npt ; 
As tliofc that fear their hap, and know their fear. 

A a 3 ' inter 
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Enter Rofdttnd^ Sylvius^ and Phehe. 

Rof, Patience once more, whiles our compaf^ is urg'd: 
You fey, if 1 bring in your Rofalind, {To tbeDuk 

You will beftow her on Orlando here ? fe 

Duke fen. That would I, had I kingdoms to give with [■ 
her. 

Rof. And you fay, you will have her when* I bring 

hen [To Orlamk, d 

Orla. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. Id 

Rof, You fay you'll marry me, if I be wiUing. 

iToPhekmu 

Phe.^T\i?X will I, fliould I die the hour after. . \l 

Rof, But if you do refufe to marry me, f 

You'll ^SG yourfelf to this moil faithfiJ fhepherd. 

Phe, So is the bargain. 
' Rof. You fay, that you'll have Phebe if fhe will? 

ITo Syh'm. \ i 

Syl. Tho' to have her and death were both one thing. 

Rof. I've promised to make all this matter e\'en. 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter; i 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me, 
Or elfe, refufmg me, to wed this fhepherd ; 
Keep your word, Sylvius, that you'll marry her. 
If fhe refufe me ; and from hence I go 
To-make thefe doubts all even. [Exeunt Rof andCeJk* 

Duhefen. I do remember in this fhepherd- boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 

Orla, My Lord, the lirft time that I ever faw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter; 
But, my good Lojd, this' boy is forefl-born, 
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many <lefperate ttudies by his uncle ; 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obfcured in the circle of tlus forefl. 

SCENE^VI. Enter Clown and Audrey. 

Jaq, There is, fure, another flood toward, ai»4 
thefe couples are coming to the ark. Here coHic « 

pair 
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mr of unclean benfts *, which in all tongues are call'd 
ools. 

Clo. Salutation, and greeting, to you all! 

yaq. Cood imy Lord,f bid him welcome. This is the 
notley-nainded gentleman, that I have fo often met in the 
breft: he hath been a courtier, he fwears. 

Clo. * If any man doubt that, let him put me to my 
purgation, I have trod a meafurc; I have flatter 'd 
a lady; I have been politic with my friend, fmooth 
with mine enemy; I have UQdbne three tailors; I have 
had four quarrels, and Uke to have fought one.* 

yaq. And how was that ta'en up^ 

do. 'Faith, we met; and fouud, the quarrel was upon 
he feventh caufe. 

yaq. How the feventh caufe? Good my Lord, 

ike this fellow. 

l^ukefen. I like him very well. 

Clo. God'ild you, Sir, I defire of you the like. I 
jrefs in here. Sir, amongft the reft of the country co- 
>ulative6, to fwear, and to fbrfwear, according as mar- 
riage binds, and blood breaks | a poor virgin^ Sir, an 

* iU-favour'd thing, Sir, but mine own; a poor humour 
« of mine. Sir, to take that that no man elfe wiU." Rich 
lonefty dwells like a mifer, Sir, in a poor houfe ; as 
[TOur pearl in your foul oyfter, 

Duke fen. By my faith, he is very fwift and fententious. 

Clo, According to the fool's bolt. Sir, and fuch dul- 
:et difeafes f . ^ 

yaq. But, for the feventh caufe; how did you find the 
ijuarrelon the feventh caufe? 

Clo. " Upon a lie feven times removed; (bear your 
« body more feeming, Audrey;) as thus, Sir. I did 

* diflike the cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he fent 

< me word, if I faid his beard was not cut well, he 
« was in the mind it was. This is call'd the Retort 

* courteous. If I fent him word again, it was not well 

< cut, he would fend me word, he cut it to pleafe himfclf. 

« This 



*' Noah was ordered to take into the ark the olean-beads b/ 
evens, and the unclean by pairs. . . 
I f> Meaning hve^ as what is apt to make folks festeotious. 
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^ This In call'd the ^uip m9deji. If again, ft was not 
** well cut, he difabled my judgment* . This is call'd the 
** Reply churS/b. If agaio, it was not well cut, he would 
^ anfwer, I Ipake not true. This is call'd the Retroof 
^ valiant. If again, it was not wsell out, he would uiy, ( 
•* lie. This is call'd the Coutaer-check quarrelfwne; ant 
♦• fo, the Lie clrcumftanttai^ and the Lie £reS.*^ 

yaq^ And how oft did you fay, his beard< was not weS 
cut? 

Clo, :** I durftgo nofuil^her thznl^c Lie tircmnftmtkip 
*' nor he durft not give me th^ Lie /£r/^,,and fo we mca- 
•* fur'd fivords and ^rted." 

J^aq. Can you noxninate- m. order now t4ie degrees of 
the Lie? 

Cio. " O Sir, we quarrel in print, by the ^book^ a* 
** you have books for good manners. 1 will name youi la 
•* the degrees. The firft, the &etort courteous; the k- 
•* cond, the Quip modcft ; the third, the Reply churKfiij !^ 
« the fourth^ tlie Reproof valiant; the fifth, the Counr * 
•^ terchcck quarveUbme ; the fixth, the Lie with circum- 
** fiance; the feventii, the Lie dire^. AH thefe joa 
**< may avoids but the Lie dired^; and you. may avoid 
** that too, with an If. I knew, when feven juftices 
** could not take up a quarrel; but wheathe parties were 
*' met themfelvea, one of them thought but of an If ; a6| 
*« If you faid fo, then I faid. fo ; and they fhook haodsj 
■** and fwore brothers. Your If is the only peace-maker j 
" much virtue in I£*' 

J^aq, Is not this a rare fellow, my Lord? lie's good at 
any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke fen. He ufes his fdlly like a fbalking4iorfe, and 
under the prefentation of that he (hoots his wit. 

SCENE VII. 
EnUr Hymen^ R&faliad m nfoman^t clothei^ and CeHa- 

Still mttfic, 

Hym, Then is there mirth iu heav^i^ 
When mrihly tbingf made ^'wu 
Atone tfigetker. 
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. Good, Duhy receive thy daughter^ 
Hymen from heaven brought hety 

Tea^ hr ought j^er hitf^er: 
That thou mlght'^Jl join her hand with h'u\ 
IVhofe heart within her bofom /j. 

Rof, To you I give myfclf ; for 1 am yours. 

[To the Duke. 
To you I give myfelf; for I am yours. [To Orlando, 

Duke fen. If there be truth, in fight, you are my 
daughter, 

Orla. I£ there be truth in fight, y(>u are my RofalinA 

Pkre, If fight and fhape be ^rue. 
Why, then, my love adieu ! 

Rof Vll have.no father, if you be not he; 
['U have no hufband, if you be not he ; 
t<Jor ne'er wed woman, if you be not' ihe« 

Hym. Peace, hoa! I bar confufion : 
Tis 1 muil make conclufion . 

Of thefe moft ftrange events. ' 

EJcre's eight that muft take hands, 
To join in Hypien's bands, 

If trut|i holds true cqp tents. 
STou and you no crofs fhaU part;* 
iTou and you arc heart in heart; 
if ou to his love muft- accord, 
Dr have a woman to your lord ; 
iTou and you are {ure together, 
fVs the winter to foul weather : . 
WTiiles a wedlock-hymn we fing. 
Feed yoiirfelves with qiieftioning ; 
That reafon wonder may dfminifh, 
^ow thus we met, and thefe things finifh. 

. ZONG. 

Wedding is great Juno^s crown, 

llsjfed bond of hoard and bed! 
*Tis Hymen pcpples every town. 

High wedlock then be honoured: 
Honour, high honour and renown 
To HynUn^ God of every town t 

Duke 
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Duhe fen, O my deac niece, wckixne tiiou art to me*^ 
Ev'n daughter welcome, in no I'efs degree. 

Fhe» I wilf'not eat my wrocd, notv thou art mine; S| 
Thy faith myiancy to thee doth combine.- 

SCENE VIII. Enter Jhques de .%#* 

yaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or tvoi.^^ 
I am the fecond fon of old' Sir Rowland,. 
That brings thefc tiding« tothis'fAir affembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing, how that every day 
Men of great worth reported tn this foi^ft, * 
Addref&'d a mighty power, which were on foot 
Jn his own condu^ purpofely to takse 
His brother iiere, and pat him to tbc fword^ 
And to the fkirts of this wild wood hr came ;-. 
Where meeting witih an cXA religious man. 
After fome qnellion wfih^him, was-converted 
Both from his cnterprife, and from the vrorWr 
His crown bequeathing to his bafnJfti'd brother^ 
And all their, lands reftor*d to them agam* 
That were with hiin exil'd. This ^ be tniiei 
I do engage my b'fe. v 

Dukeftn, Welcome, j4Mmg man :- 
Thou offer'H fairly to thy brother^ wed^g? 
To one, his lands with-heldj «nd to die othwv 
A land itfelf at large, a potent dtrfted^m. 
Firft, in this fbreft, let us do tSiole ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy mwnber. 
That have endlir'd fhrewd days and nights with U9^: 
Shall fhare the good of our retarried foitime, 
According to the meafure of their ftiites. 
Mean time, forget thfs new-fairn' dignity,. 
And fall mto our rulHc revelry r . ^ 
Play, mulic; and you' bn'des and bridegrooms all, 
With mtf?>fure heap'd in joy, to th' meafures falL 

jTaq, Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court. 

Jaq. de B> He hath. 

Jaq, Tt) lura will I r out of tbefc convcrtites 

There 



t€, 8. AS YOU LIKE IT. af 7 

rhere i« much matter to be heard and learn'd, 

^ou to your former honotir t bequeath ; [TJ? the Duke. 

iTour patience and your virtue well defer ve it : 

ifou t30 a lcxve,lli3»t your triie faitlj dot& merit ; i 

iTo Orla. 
You to your land, and love, and great allies ; [To OH, 
You to a long and we^'^^erved dc3; [To Syh* 

^fd. you to wrangling ; for thy loving voyage 

{To the Clown. 
3s but for two moaths vi^hiai'd: fo to your pleafures-: 
3 am for other than for dancing meafures. 
Duke fen. Stay, Jaqu«, iliay- 
Jaq, To fee no paftime, I : what you would have, 
ril ftay to know at your abandan'd cave. \_Exlt^ 

Duke fen. Proceed, proceed; wc will begin thefe rires^ 
As we do truft they'll end* in tru« delights* 

EPILOGUE. 

IRof, fPlis not the fafhionto fee the lady the epDoguc; 
but it is no more uuhandfome, than to fee tlie lord the 
prologue. If it be true, that good nvine neecU no hujh^ 
*ti» true, that a good play needs no epilogue. Yet to 
good wine they do , ufe good bufhes ; and good plays 
prove the better by the help of good cplogues. What 
a cafe am I in then, that am neither a good epilogue, 
«or can infinuate with yCu in the behalf of a good play? 
I am not furnifh'd like a beggary therefore to beg will 
not become me. My way is to conjure you, and I'll ba# 
gin with the wcimen. Icha^-ge you* O women, for the 
love you bear to men, to like as much of this play as 
pleafes them: and I charge you, O men, for the love 
you bear to women, (as I perceive by your limpering, , 
none of you hate them,) toHke as much as pleafesthem: 
that between you and the women, the play may pleafe. If 
I were a woman *, I would kifs as piany of you as had 
beards that plcas'd me, complexions that lik'd me, and 
breaths that i dcfy'd not : and, I am fure, as many as 
have good beards, or good faces, or fwect bi'eaths, will, 
for my kind offer, when I make my courtefy, bid me fare* 
welL ^Exeunt omner. 

The 

• Note, that in this author's time the parts of women were al- 
ways performed by men or boys. 
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Characters in the Induction. 

A Lortlf before -whom the flay is I Page, Players, Huntftnet 
f'.tppoi*d to he play*d. I other Servants attendhg 

Chrl ft opht r SI f , a drunken Tinker. *| Lord. 
HoQefs. I 

DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 

Baptist A, futber to Catharina 

and Biitnca ; very rich, 
Vircentio, an old gentleman of 

Pij'a. 
Lucciitio, /off to Vincemtto^ in love 
, with Bianca, 
Pctruchio, a gentleman of ferbnay 

afttitor to Catharina. 



GTVim\o,fervant to Petrucl 
Pedant, an old fellorw Jet 

perfonate riucentifr 
Catharina, the fljrew, 
Bianca, her Jijler. 
JVidovf. 

Taylor, Haherdajhers; vfh 
z^ants attending on Bapti^ 
Petmchio, 

S€ENE, fometimes in Padu.i, and Jhmetimes in Petruihi$*s I 
^ the country. 



INDUCTION. 

SCENE r. 

Before an alehoufe on a heath* 
Enter Hojefs atid Sly. 

^b' I'LI^ pheczeyou, in faith. 

Hojh A pair of (locks, you rogue! 
/Sly. Y'are a baggage ; the SHcs are no rogues, 
iu the chronicles, we came in with Richard Coiiq 
therefore paucujt pallubris^ ; let the world Aide: 



• Mcai»ing focc^ falahras^ Spanift, /cir ivords. Ntr. 1 he 
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Hojl. You w3l not pay for the glafles you have buHl ? 

SyL No, not a denier: go by, Jeronimo*— > go to 
thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Hoji. I know my remedy; I muft go fetch the third 
borough. 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, 1*11 anfwer 
him by law; TU not budge an inch, boy; let him come, 
and kindly. [^FalU ajleef. 

SCENE n. 

IVind horns. Enter a Lord from huntings with a train. 

Lord, Huritfman, I charge thee, tender well my 
hounds: 
Leech Merriman, the poor cur is imboft ; ' 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth*d Brach. 
Saw'ft thou not, boy, how filvCr made it good 
At the hedge-corner in the coldeft fault? 
I would not lofe the dog for twenty pound. 

Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord ; 
He cried upon it at the meren: lofs. 
And twice to-day pick*d out the dulleft fccnt : 
Trufl: me, 1 take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet, 
I would efteem him worth a dozen fuch. 
But fup them well, and look unto them all. 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

Hun. I will, my Lord. 

Lord. What's here ? one dead or drunk ? See, doth he 
breathe ? 

2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm'd 
with ale. 
This were a bed but cold toileep fo foundly. 

^ Lord. O monftrous beaft! how like a fwine he lies! 
Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thy image ! 

Vol. II. ' B b Wrapped 



• Go bft JeronimOy was a kind of by- word in the author's dayf , 
as appears by its being uf|^d in the famp manner by Ben Johnfop, 
Beaumont, and Fletcher, and other writers near that time. It arofe 
fir ft froni a paiTage in an old play called HieronymSi or, The S^anifi 
tragedy. 
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Sirs» I will pn&ift on this drunken man. 

What think you> if he were convcy'd to bed^ 

Wrapp'd in fweet clothes ; nngs put upon his fingers.; 

A.moii delicious banquet by his bed. 

And brave attendants near him whpn he wakes ; 

Would not the beggar then forget himfelf ? 

I: Ifim, Believe mc» Londy I think he cannot chufe. 

2 Ifmu It would feem flrange unto him when he wak'cl* 

Lord, Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthleis fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage-well thejeft: 
Carry him gently to my faireil chamber, 
And hang it roupd with all my wanton pictures; 
Balm his foul head with warm dillilled watery, "^ 
And bum fweet wood to make the lodging fweet. 
Procure me mufic ready when he wakca, v 

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly found; 
And if he chance to fpeak, be ready flraight. 
And with a low fubmiffivc reverence 
Say, What is it your Honour wOl command ? 
tet one attend, him with a filver bafon 
Pull of sQfe-water, and beitrew'd with flowers ; 
Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper; 
And fay, Wilt plcafeyour Lordfhip cpol your hands? 
Some one be ready with a coftly fuit» 
.And afk him wh^t apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds ^d horfe. 
And that his lady mourns at his difeafe; 
Perfuade him that he hath bceo lunatic. 

And when he fays he is, fay that he dreams ; 

For he is nothing but a mighty Lord. 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs: 
It wiU be p^ftimepafling excellent. 
If it be hufbanded with modefly. 

I Hun. Mv i-ord, I warrant you, we'll play our part. 
As he ihafl tnink^ by our true diligence, 
He is no lefs than what we fay he is. 

Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him j 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 

\^Some bear out Sly. S<)und tnmpet^* 
Sirrah, go fee what trumpet is that founds. | 

Belike, fdiiSr-llJbble gentleman that means, TEx.firvdnip 
Trav^.ug ,|bme journey, to repofe him here. " 

S^ 
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SCENE III. Renter Servant. 

How now? who IS 'it? 

Ser. An't pleafe your Honour, players 
rhat offer fei-vice to yoar Lof<ifhip. 

Lord. Bid them come near. 

Enier Players.- 

Sfow, fe&^ws, you are welcome. 

Play, We thank your Honour. 

Lord. 1>D you intend to ftay wit?h*ne t<>-night? 

^ Play4 So pleafe your Lmdftiip to accept our duty. 

Zror^^y^ith all fny heart* This fellow I remember, 
Since cSS he playM a fsfrmer^s elddt fon : 
*Twa& where you woo'd the gentlewoman fo v*eH : 
1 \i9ft forgot your na>ne; twit, ftire, thift part 
^as aptly fitted, and naturaSy pciform*d. 

Sim. I think 'twas Soto that your Honour tttwiy. 

Lord. 'Tis very true ; t)»mi <Hdft k ex<:cllent, 
Well, you are come to mfe in hap|)y thnc. 
The rather for 1 have fome fport in hand^ 
Wherein your cunning can affift me mitch. 
There is a Lord will hear yc/u play to-night'; 
ti«t I am doubtful of your modeftics, 
left, over-eying <rf his odd behawidur, 
(For yet his honour never heard a pfey>) 
You break into foae merry pafRon, 
Aad fo offend him : for I tell you. Sirs,' 
if you fhould fmcile, he grows impatient. 

Play. Fear not » my Lord, we can contain out felvcs ; 
U^ere he the verieft antic in the world; 

2 Play, [to (he other.'] Go get a di/hclotit tO tnake 
dean your fhoes, and I'll fpeak for the properties. 

lExit Player. 
S/Lj Lord^, We muft have a ftioidder of mutton for a pro- 
perty, and a little vinegar to make our devil roar. 

Lord. Go, firrah, taka them to the battery, 
\nd give them friendly welcome every one : 
Cet them want nothing that the houfe affords. 

' [^Exit one nvUh the players. 

Hjlpaliy go you to Bartholomew my page, 
Ijp^ fee him drefsM in all fuits like a bdy. 
^^|: Bb2 'That 
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That done, conduA him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him all obeifance. 
Tell him from me, (as he wiD win my love,) 
He bear himfelf with honourable adion, 
Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accomplifhed ; 
Such duty to the dn^nkard let him do, 
With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefy ; 
And fay. What is't your Honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your himnble wife. 
May (hew her duty, and make known her love? 
And then with kind embracements, tempting kilTes, > 
And with declining head into his bofom. 
Bid him (hcd tears, as being overjoy'd 
To fee her Noble Lord reftor'd to health, 
Who for twice fevcn years hath efteem'd himftlf \ 
No better than a poor and loathfome beggar. 
And if the boy have not a woman's gift 
To rain a (hower of commanded tears. 
An onion will do well for fuch a (hift ; 
Which in a napkin being clofe convey 'd. 
Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry eye. 
See this difpatch'd with all the hafle thou canft ; 
Anon I'll give thee more inftrudlions. C-^*^'^ Ssrviint' 

1 know the boy will well ufurp the grace. 
Voice, gait, and adiion of a gentlewoman. 
I long to hear him call the drunkard huftiaud; 
And how my men will flay tliemfelves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this fimple peafant. ^ 

I'll in to counfel them : haply my prefence 
May well abate the over-merry fpleen. 
Which othcrwifc will go into extremes. [_Exit Lord* 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to a bedchamber In the Lord*s houfe. 

Enter Sly with attendants ^ fome with apparely hafon^ attdewefi 
and other appurtenances. Re-enter Lord, 

Sly. For God's fake, a pot of fmall ale. 
I Serv. Will't pleafe your Lordihip drink a cup. w 
fkck? ' ,,: 

2 Serv* 
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2 .y^i^. Wiil't plcafe your Honour talle of th^fe co^ 
[erves ? 

3 Serv. What raimtnt w21 your Honour wear to^iay? 
Sly. I am Chriftophcr Sly, call not me Honour, nor 

Lordfhip: 1 ne'er drank fackm my life; and if you give 
me any conferves, ^vie me confervcs of beef: ne'er aik 
me what raiment I'll wear, for 1 hare no mott dotibteta 
than backs, no more ftockings than legs, Jior no more 
(hoes than feet ; nay fometimes niore feet than (hoes j or 
Dich fhoes as my toes look through the over4eather. 

Lord, Heav'n ceafe this idle humour in your Honour ! 
Oh tliat a mighty man of fuch defcent,- 
Of fuch poff^on«, and fo high eftccm, 
Should be infufed with fo foul a fpirit! ■ ■* 

SIyi What, would you make nrc mad? Am not t 
Chriftopher Sly, old l^y'* fon of BtiTton^eath, by birth' 
a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranfiViutation a 
b«ir-herd, and now by prefent profeflion a ttnker? Arte 
Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if flie know 
we not; if (he fay I am not fourteen pence on the fcore 
For fheer ale, fcore me up for the lying'ft knave in Chrif* 
tendom. What ! I am not beftraught : heret o 

1 Man. Oh, tliis it is that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Man. Oh, this it h that makes your fervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred Ihuta yOur 

houfcy 
As beateit hence by your ftrange lunacy. 
Dh, Noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 
Dall home thy ancient thoughts fiom banifhmeAt, 
^nd banifli hence tliefe abjedi lowly dreams. 
l.ook how thy fervants do attend on thee, 
Cach in his office ready at thy beck. 
VHt thouliave mufic? hark, Apollo plays; [Afw/Ji*. 

^nd twenty caged nightingales do fing, 
)r wilt thou fleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
lofter and f^^cter than the luftfal bed 
)n purpofe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
►ay thou wilt walk, we willbeftrew the ground: 
|r wilt thou ride? thy horfcs fhall be trapped, 
Ilieir harnefs lludded all tvdth gold and pearl. 
kift thou love hawking? thou haft hawks will foar 
||bo;re the morning-lark. • Or vwltthou hunt? 
»b3 



194 THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. Ind, 

Thy hounds fhaU make the welkin anfwrer thdn. 
And fetch fhrfll echos from the hollow earth. 

I Man. Say thou vi^t courfe, thy greyhounds are as 
As breathed flags; ay, fleeter tliau the roe. [fwift 

a Man. Doft thou love pidtures ? we will fetch thee 
Adonis, painted by a running brook; [Itraight 

And Cytherea all in fedgcs hid; 
Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind. 

Lord* We'll (hew thee lo, as fhe was a maid. 
And how (he was beguiled and furpns'd. 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Man, Or Daphne roaming through a thorny \rood, 
. Scratching her legs, that one (hall fwear fhe bleeds: 
And at that fight fliall fad Apollo weep: 
So wprkmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord* Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord, 
ThoU hafl a Lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age. 

1 Man. And till the tears that fhe hath (hed for thee, 
Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face. 

She was the faireft creatiu-e in the world. 
And yet fhe is inferior to none. 

Sly* Am I a Lord, and have I fuch a Lady ; 
Or do I dream? or have 1 dream'd till now? 
I do not fleep ; I fee, I hear, I fpeak ; 
I fmell fwect favours, and I feel foft things. 
Upon my life, I am a Lord indeed ; 
And not a tinker, nor Chriftophero Sly. — 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight. 
And once again a pot o' th' fmalleft ale. 

2 Man, WilPt pleafe your Mightinefs to wafh your 
Oh, how we joy to fee your wits reltor'd! [hands? 
Oh, that once more you knew but what you aie! 
Tbefe fifteen years you have been in a dream. 

Or, when you wak'd, fo wakM as if you flept. 

Sly. Thefe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap: 
•But did 1 never fpeak of all that time? 

I Man. Oh, yes, my Lord, bu^ very idle wcH-ds* ^ ^ 
For tho* you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you fay, ye were beaten out of door. 
And rail'd upon the hoftefs of the houfe j w^ 

^ - - ,An4 
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And fay, you would prefent her at the leet. 
Becaufe (he bought ftone-jugs, and no feal'd quarts* 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Racket* 

Siy. Ay, the woman's maid of the lioiife. 

3 Man. Why, Sir, you know no houfe, nor no fucli 
Nor no fuch men, as you have reckoned up ; fmaid. 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpemell, 
And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever faw. 

Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good Simends ! 

jliL jimeh, 

Sly. By th' mafs, I think I am a Lord indeed. 
What is thy name? 

Man, Simy an't pleafe your Honour. 

Sly. Sim? that's as much as to fay Simeon or Simon; 
put forth" thy hand and fill the pot. 

[The fervant gives him drink. 

SCENE V. Enter Lady^ tvith attendants. 

I thank thee ; thou /halt not lofe by it. 

Lady. How fare^ my Noble Lord? 

Sly. Marry, I fare well? for here is^ cheer enough. 
Where's my wife ? 

Lady. Here, Noble Lbrd, what is thy will with her ? 

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me hufband? 
My men fhould call me Lord, I am your good-man. 

Lady. My hufband and my lord, my lord and hufband : 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly. I know it well : what muft I call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Alee Madaniy or Joan Madam? 

Lord, Madam^ and nothing elfe ; fo Lords call Ladies. 

Sly. Come, fit down on my knee. Sim, drink to her,. 
Madam wife, they fay that 1 have dream'd, and flept 
above fome fifteen years and more. 

Lord. Ay, and the time feems thirty unto mc, 
Being all this time abandoned from your bed. 

Sly. *Ti3 much. Servants, leave me and her alone.— 
Madam, undrefs you, and come now to bed. Sim, drink J 

|o her. I 
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Laly. Thrice-nobk Lord, let me kitreat of- you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two : 
Or, if not fo, until the fun be fet ; 
For your phyficians have exprefsly charg'd. 
In peril to incur your former malady. 
That I fhould yet abfent me from your bed ; 
I hope this reafon ftands for my excufe. 

Sly* Ay, it (lands fo, that 1 may hardly tarry folong; 
but 1 would be loath to fall into my dream again. I wSl 
therefore tarry in dcfpi^t of the flelh and the blood. 

SCENE VI. Enter a Mejenger. 

Mejfn Your Honour's players, hearing yt>tir amendment, 
Are come to play a pleafant comedy ; 
For fo your Doftors hold it very meet. 
Seeing too much fadnefs hath congeal 'd your Wood; 
And melancholy is the nurfe of frenzy. 
Therefore they thought yt good you hear a play, 
And frame your rfiind to mirth and merriment ; 
Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly, Marry, I will ; let them play : is it not a com- 
modity ? a Chriftmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ? 

Lady, No, my good Lord, it is hiore pleafiiig Ruff. 

Sly. What, houfhold-ftufF? 

Lady, It is a kind of hiftory. 

Sly, Well, we'll fee't : come. Madam wife, fit by my 
fide, and let the world Afp, we fhall ne'er be younger. 
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TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

ACT I. SCENE I. ' 

A Jlreet in Padua, 

Flouri/h. Enter Luccntio and Tranio, 

Luc. X RANIO, fincc for the great dcfire I had 

To fee fair Padua, nurfery of arts, 

I am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleafant garden of great Italy ; 

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd ^ 

With his good-will, and thy good company: 

Moft trufty fervant, well approved in all. 

Here let us breathe, and haply inftitute 

A courfe of learnings and ingenious ftudies^ 

Pifa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being: and my father firft, 

A merchant of great traffic through the world : 

Vincentio's come of the Bentivolii, 

Vincentio his fon, brought up in Florence,. 

It (hall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd^ 

To deck his fortune with, his virtuous deeds: 

And therefore, Tranio, for the time 1 iludy. 

To virtue and that part of philofophy 

Will I apply, that treats of happincfs. 

By virtue fpecially to be atchiev'd. 

Tell me thy mind, for I have Pifa left. 

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 

A fhallow plafh, to plunge him in the deep. 

And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirlU 
Tra. Me pardonatOy gentle mailer mine, 

I am in all afFedled as yourfelf ; 

Glad that you thus continue your refolve. 

To fuck the fweetS of fweet philofophy : 

Only, good mailer, while we do admire 

This virtue, and this moral difcipline. 

Let's be no Stoics, nor no (locks, 1 pray \ 
,QFt ib devote to Ariilotle's checks, 
iv, ^ Ai ^ 
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As Ovid be an outcaft quite abjur'd. 

Talk logic with acquaintance that ^rou have,- 

And pra^li£c rhetoric in your conimoB taik;;* 

Mudc and poefy ufe to quicken you ; 

The nxathcmatics, and the metaphyticSy 

Fall to them, as you find your ftomach fcrvesyoir: 

No profit grows, wkcre is no pleafure ta'en : 

In brief, Sir, ftudy what you moft affed^. 

Luc, Gramercies, Tranio, well doil thou advife j^ 
If, Biondello, thou wert come afhore. 
We could at once put us in readinefsj 
And take a lodinng fit to entertain 
Such friends, as unve in Padua /haM begets 
But itay a while, what company is this? 

Xra, Matter, fome ihow to wdootne us t(> town.- 

SCENE If. 

Enter Baptl/fa^ nvith Catharina and Biamaf 'Gremhant 
Hortenfto. Lucentlo and Tranio Jiand by. 

Bap, -Gentfemen berth, Importune me no feuther. 
For how I firmly am refolv'd, you know ; 
That is, not to bellow my youngeft daughter; 
Before I have a htifbandfor the elder; 
If either of you both love Catharina, 
Becaufe I know you well, and love you wcD^ 
Leave fhall you have to court htv at your pleaftii^. 

Gre. To cart her rather. — She's too rough for nfc^' 
There, there, fiortenfio, will you any wife ? 

Catb. 1 pray you, Sir, is k your will 
To make a dale of me amongtt thrfe mates ? 

I/or. Mates, mtaid, how raeaji your tliat? no mates for 
you; « . 

Unlefs you were of geotler, milder mould. 

Cath. I'faith, Sir, you fhall never need to fear,. 
I wis, it is not half-way to her heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ihaH be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ilool, 
And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool. 

Nor, From ail fuch devils, good Lord, deliver us; * 

Chr., And me too, good Lordi ^ iV* 
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'Httfhy Mafkr^.here's £omc good paftime " 

toward; 
er«ch is ftark mad, or wonderful fro- 

ward. 

But in the other's filence I do fee I /f/iJeu 

iild^behaviour and. fdtHrietyu 
rnmio. 
Well faid, Mafter; muml and gaze 

your filL 
Cientlemen, that 1 may foon,make good 
have faid, Bianca» get you in ; 
it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca; 
lU lore thee ne'er the lefs, my girl. 

Aj)rcttyj)eat! it is bell put finger in the eye- 
new why.' 

Sifter, content you in my difcontent. 
our pleafure humbly I fubfcribe: 
ks and inftrunients ihall -be my company, 
n to look, and praclife by myfelf. 
Hark, Tranio, thou may '11 hear Minerva fpcak. 

Signior Baptiila, will you be fo ilrange! 
hi, tJiat our good will tfFecls 

1 grief. 

W hy will you mew Jier up, 

Baptifta, £)r this Hend of heQ, 

ike her bear the penance of her tongue ? 

.Gentlemen,. content ye; 1 am refolv'd: 

Bianca.-*— — [^£xii Bianca, 

• I know, (hctaketh moft delight 

:, inftruments^ and poetry ; 

lafters will I keep within my houfe, 

iilru<Sl her youth. If you, Hortenfio, 

lior Grcmio, you, know any fuch, 

hem hither; for to cunning men 

2 very kind ; and liberal 

e awii children, in good bringing up ; 
farcwcJl. Catharina you may ita^", 
ive more to commune with Bianca. . f^wV. 

Why, anJ, I truft, I may go too, may! not? 
fhaii 1 be appointed hours, as though, beb'ke, I 

knew 
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knew not what to take, and what to leave? ha! 

SCENHE III. 

Gre* You may go to the devil's dam : your gifts are 
fo good, here is none will hold you. Our love is not 
fo great, Hortenfio, but we may blow jOur nails toge- 
ther, and fall it fairly out. Our cake's dough on both 
fides. Farewell; yet for the love I bear my fweet 
Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit man to 
teach her that wherein fhe dcUghts, I will wi(h him to 
her father. 

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio. But a word, I pray: 
tho* the nature of our quarcel never yet brook'd park, 
know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both, that we 
may yet again have accefs to our fair miftrefs, and be 
happy rivals in Bianca 's love, to' labour and effcd one 
thing Specially. 

Gre. What's that I pray? 

Nor. Marry, Sir to get a hufband for her filler. 

Gre. A Iiufband! a devil. 

Hor, I fay, a hufband. 

Gre. I fay, a devil. Think'il thou, Kortenfio, tho' 
Jier father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to be 
married to hell ? 

Nor. Tufh, Gremio; tho' it pafs your patience and 
mine to endure her loud alarms, why, man, there be 
good fellows in the world, an a man could hght on 
them, would take her with all her faults, and money 
enough. 

Gre, I cannot tell) but I had as lief take her dowry 
with this condition, to be whipp'd at the high-crofs every 
morning. 

Hor, 'Faith, as you fay, there's a fmall choice in 
rotten apples. But, come, lince this bar in law makes 
us friends, it (hall be fo far forth, friendly maintain'd, 
till by helping Baptiila*s eldell daughter to a hulband, 
we fet his youngeft free for a hufband, and then have 
to't afreih. Sweet Bianca! happy man be his dole! he 
that runs fafteil gets the ring; how fay you, Signior 
Gremio ? 

Gre. , I am agreed ; and would I had given him thi 

hA 
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ft horfe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would 
roughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, rid the houfc 
her. Coine on* 

[^Exeunt Gremlo and Hortenjio* 

SCENE IV. Manent Tranlo and Lucentio. 

Tra. I pray. Sir, tell me, is it poflible 

hat love ihould on a fudden take fuch hold ? 

Luc, Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

oever thought it poilible or likely, 

at fee, while idly I flood looking on, 

found th' efFcA of love in tdlenefs : 

nd now in plainnefs do confefs to thee, 

rhat art to me as fecret, and as dear, 

s Anna to the Queen of Carthage was ; ) 

ranio, i burn, I pnie, I perifh, Tranio, 

I atchieve not this young modeft girl: 

)unfel me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Mailer, it is no time to cliide you now; 

(Fedlion is not rated from the heart. 

love hath toil'd you, nought remains but fo, 

^ime te captum quhm queas minimo. 

Luc, Gramercy , lad ; go forward, this contents ; 

le reft will comfort, for thy counfePs found. 

Tra» Mafter, you look'd fo longly on the maid| 

rhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 

Luc, O yes, I faw fweet beauty in htx face; 

ch as the daughter of Agenor had, 

lat made great Jove to liumble him to her hand, 

ben with his knees he kifs*d the Cretan ftrand. 

Tra, Saw you no more ? mark'd you not, how her fifter 

a^an to fcold, and raife up fuch a ftorm, 

at mortal ears might hardly endure the din I 

Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move, 

d with her breath fhe did perfume the air ; 

;red and fweet was all I faw in her. 

Vra, Nay, then 'tis time to lUr him from his trance ; 

-ay, awake. Sir ; if you love the maid, 

id thoughts and wit t' atchieve her. Thus it ftands: 

p cldeft filler is fo curs'd and fhrewd, 

^OL. II. C c That 
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That tiU the father ndshis hands of her» 
Matler» your lore Aiuil lire a maid at home ; 
And therefore has he dofcly mcw'd her up, ; 

Becaufe (he ihall oot be annoy'd unth fuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, wliat ^ cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took fome care \ 

To get her cunning fchoohnallers to inilrucl her ? 

TVa. Ay, marry, am I^ Sir ; and now 'tis plottei ' J 
Luc. I have it, Tranie. 
Tra, Mailer, for my hand. 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 
ZjftT. Tell me thine firft. 
Trcu You will be fchoolmafter. 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: ' 

That's your device. 

Luc. It is : may it be done ? 

Tra. Not pofiible : for who fliall bear your part, j 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon. 
Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
yifit his countrymen, and banquet tliem? 

Luc. Bafta; — content thee; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been feen in any hou£s. 
Nor can we be diftinguifh'd by our faces, 
For man or master: then it follows thus. 
Thou fhalt.be mafter, Tranio, in my flead; 
Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I (honld. 
I wiE fome other be, fome Florentine, 
•Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pifa. 
^is hatched, and (hall be fo : Tranio, at once 
Uncafe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak. 
* When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
But I wiil charm him firft to keep his tongue. 

7r J. So had yon need. [ They exchange hS 

In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleafure is, 
And I am ty*d to be obedient, 
( For fo your father charg'd me at our painting ; 
Be ferviceable to my fon,<juoth he,) 
Altho*, I think, ^twas in another fenfe ; 
I am contei)t to be Lucentio, 
^ecaufe fo well I love Lucentio. 

f^uc. Tranio^ be fo; becaufe Lucentio loves; , 
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(bid let me be a flave t' atohievc that maid, 
prhofe fudden fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 

Enter j^iondeUo. 

pere comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you teen ? 
\ Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where are 
fouP^Mafter, has my fellow Tranio ftol'n your elothCs, 
lir you ftoPn his, or both ? Pray, what's the news ? 
, Luc, Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jell ; 
cAnd therefore frame your manners to the time, 
^our fellow Tranio here, to fave my life, 
^ Tilts my apparel and my coimt'nance oiv, 
L^nd I for my efcape have put on his : 
pror ill a quan-el, fmce I came aftiore, 
^Skfird a man, and fear I am defcry'd; 
^^it you on him, I charge you, as becomes ( 
pft^ile I make way fVom hence to fave my life, 
[Ifou underftand me? 
' Bton, Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. — 
* Luc, And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ;' 
.J'ranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
"; Bion, The better for him: would I were fo too. 
i^ Tra, So would I, 'faith, boy, to have the next wifh 
[iifter; that Lucentio indeed had Baptifta*8 youngeft 
Aughter. But, firrah, not. for my fake, but your maf- 
Ifef's, I adviife you, ufe your manners difcreetly in all kind 
<tf companies: when I am alone, why, then I am Tranio; 
Bat in all places elfe, your mafter Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio, let's go : one thing more refts, that thy- 
fclf execute, to make one among thefe wooers; if thou 
aflc me why, fufficeth my reafons are both good ancf 
^dghty. [^ExeunU 

SCENE V. Before Hortinfto's houfi m Padua. 

Enter Petruchio^ and Grumioh 

f Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 

|Po fee my friend's in P^dua ; but of all 

ttpy beft. beloved and approved friend, 

iu C c 2 Hortenfic 



^ 



3©4 THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. ^J 

Hortcnfio ; and, I trow, this is the houfe; *^^ 

Here, firrah, Gnimio, knock, I fay *. •* 

Enter Horlenfto f. 
Hot. Alia nojlra cafa hen venuto^ molto honoraio Sip 
mio Petruchio J. iB 



-knock, I fay. 






Gru, Koock, Sir? whom (hould I knock? is there any Dt»n 
rcbn»*d yoor wor(hip? 

Pet. Villain, I lay, knock me here foundly. 

Gru Knock you here. Sir! why, Sir, what am I, Sir, j^j 

That J fliould kncck you here. Sir? 

Pet, Villain, T fay, knock me at thi» gate, 
And rap me well; or 1*11 knock your knave's pate 

Gru, My mafter is grown quarrelfome : I (hould knock yoB ; 
And then I know after who comei by the worft. 

Pet, Will it not be? ' .u\^ 

Faith, firrah, an you*ll not knock. Til rine it, , \^ 

ril try how you can Sol, Fa, and fing it. {He wringt him hy the t0} 

Gru. Help, Matters, help: my mafler is made. 

Pet. Now knock, when 1 bid you : Sirrah! Villain ! 
Enter^ &c. 

f— — — Hortf nCo. 

Hor. How now, what*^ matter? my old friend Gniiiii(l, 
my good friend Petruchio! how do you ail at Verona? ' '^^ 

Pet. Signior Hortenfjo, come you to part (he £ray ! 
Con tutto tl cere hen trova/o, may 1 fey. 

Hor. Alia, &c, 

f mio Petruchio. 

Rife» Grumio, rife; we will compound this quarrel, 

Gru Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. If this h<Ift#^ 
a lawful caufe for me to leave his fervice, look you, Sir: he bid fnt: 
knock him, and rap him foundly, Sir. Well, was it fit for a fci* 
vant to ufe his mader Co, being, perhaps, for aught 1 fee, two aii4 
thirty, a pip out ? 

Whom, would to God, I had well knocked at firft, 
Then had not Grumio come by the word. 

i*^/. A fenfelefs villain ! Good Hortenfio, 

T bid the rafcal knock upon your gate. 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru, Knock at the gate? O heav'ns! fpake you not thefe wonb, 
plain! Sirrah, knock me here, rap me here, knock me well, and' 
knock me foundly? afid come you now with knocking at the gittl 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advife you. 

Hor, Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio's pledge : 
Why, tliis is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you, 
Your ancient, trufty, pleafant fcrvant Grumio; 
Aud tell me now, &c. 

'f. 



THE TAMWG OF THE SHllEW. 30J 

ad tell me now, fweet friend, what happy gale 

ows yoii to Padua here, from old Verona? 
, Fet, Such wind^ as fcatters yqung men through the 
jj world, 

||> feek their fortunes farther than at home ; 
l^ere fmall experience grows but m a mew. 
K|^ior Horteniio, thus it Hands with me : 
teitonio my father is deceasM ; 
wid I have thruft myfcif into this maze. 
Haply to wive and thrive, as beft I may : 
Prowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home^ 
And fo am come abroad to fee the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, fhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wifh thee to a fhrewd ill~favour*d wife ? 
Ttou'dft thank me but a little for my counfel ; 
And yet I'll promife thee, flie (hall be rich, 
Ajid very rich : but thou'rt too much my friend. 
And rU not wifh thee to her. 

P^, Signior Hortenfio, 'twixt fuch friends as us 
Few words fuffice ; and therefore if you know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife; 
(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance,) 
Be fhe as foul as was Florentius' * love. 
As old as Sibyl, and as curs'd and flirewd 
As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worfe. 
She moves me not ; or riot removes, at leafl, 
Affection fieg'd in coin. Were fhe as rough 
As are tlie f welling Adriatic feas. 
[ come to wive it wealthily in Padua : 
If wealthily, then happily, in Padua. 

Gru, Nay, look you. Sir, he tells, you flatly what his 
nind is: why, give him gold enough, and marry him- 
Q a puppet, or an aglet-baby, or an old trot with ne'er 
; tooth in her head, tho* fhe have as many difeafes as 
wo and fifty horfes; why, notliing comes amife) fo 
aoney comes withal. 
Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus far in> 

will continue that I broach'd in jeft*^ 

can, Petruchio, help thee te a wife 

C c 3 Brought 

• This 1 fuppofc relates to a circumftance in fomc Italian novc], 
Dd ihould be read, FlQHnttQ'u Mr* Warburtoxu 
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With wealth enough, and young and beauteous, 

Brought up as bell becomes a gentle\^'oman. 

Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 

Is, that (he is intolerably curs'd: 

♦And fhrewd, and froward, fo beyond all meafure. 

That, were my ftate far worfer than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet, Hortenfio, peace; thou know 'ft not gold's effeftj 
Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough : 
For I, will board her, though ftie chide sc& loud 
As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Her, Her father is Baptifla Minola^ 
An affable and courteous gentleman ; 
Her name is Catharina M'tnola^ 
Renown'd in Padua for her fcoldJrig tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, tho* I know not herj 
And he knew my deceafed father well. 
I will not deep, Hortenfio, till I fee her. 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you^ 1 ' 

To give you over at this firft encounter, 
Unlefs you will accompany me thither 

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour laft* 
O* my word, an (he knew him as well as 1 do, (be would 
think fcolding would do little good upon hinu She may> 
perhaps, call him half a fcore knaves, or fo : why, that'& 
nothing; an' he begin once, he'll rail in his rope-tricks 
I'll teU you what. Sir, an' (he ftand him but a h'ttle, k 
will throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure her with.. 
it, that fhe fhall have no more eyes to fee withal than a 
cat : you know him not, Sir. 

Hor. Tarry, Petruchfo, I muft go with thee, 
For in Baptilta's houfe my treafure is : 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold. 
His youngeft daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 
And her with-holds he from me, and others more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 
Suppofing it a thing impoffible, 
( For thofe defe£l s i have before rehearsed,} 
I'hat ever Catharina will be woo'd; 
Therefore this order hath Baptifta ta'en, 
That none fhall have accefs unto Bianca, 
Till Catharine the curs'd have got a hulband. — 

Gm4 
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(. Catharine the ciirft? 
e for a maid of all titles the word I 
r. Now fliall my friend Petruchio do mc grace> 
)fFer me difguis'd in fober robes 
d Baptifta as a fchoolmafter, 
feen in mufic, to inllruft IManca ; 
fo I may by this device, at leaft, , 
leave and leifure to make love to her? 
imfufpe6led, court her by herfelf, 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Gremioy and Lucent'ta difguis^d, 

'J. Here's no knavery ! fee, to beguile the old folksj. 
he young folks lay their heads together. Mafter,. 
ibout you: who goes there? ha. 
r. Peace, Grumfo. 'tis the rival of my love, 
chio, fland by a while, 
w. A proper ftripling, and an amorous. — 
f» O, very well ; I have perus'd the note, 
you. Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound,, 
ooks of love; fee that, at any hand; 
•ec you read no other lectures to her : 
mdcrftand me. Over and befide 
jr Baptilla's liber ality,^ 

end it with a largefs. Take your papers too^ 
let me have them very well ])crfiim*d ; 
lie is fweeter than, perfume itfelf, 
hom they go. What will you read to her? 
c» Whate'er I read to her, I'U plead for you» 
r my patron, ft and you fo afTured, 
rmly, as yourfelf were ft ill fn place ; 
and, perhaps, with more fuccefsful word* 
you, unkfs you were a fcholar, Sir. 
e. Oh this learning, what a thing it is J 
1/.. Oh this woodcock, what an afs it is! 
t. Peace, firrah. 

r. Grumio, mum! God faveyou, Signior Gremio. 
e. And you are well met, Signior Hortenfio. TroW 
whither I am going? to Baptifta Minola; I pro- 
to inquire carefully about a fehoolmaft.er for the 

fair 
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fair Bianca ; and by good fortune I have lighted 
on this young man ; for learning and behaviour fit for. 
turn» well read in poetry , and other books, good oi 
1 warrant ye. 

Hor, 'Tis well ; and I have met a gentleman 
Hath promis'd mc to help me to another, 
A fine mufician to inftru^t our miiliefs 5 
So (hall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of mc. 

Gre. Belov'd of me, and that my deeds ihMl 

prove. 

Gru. And that his bags (hall prove. 

Hor. Gremio, 'jtis now no time to vent o^r lave.^ 
liiften ta mc ; and if you fpeak me fair, 
I'll tell you news indifferent good for either.- 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met. 
Upon agreement from us to his liking. 
Will undertake ta woo curs'd Catharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe;- 

Gre, So faid, fo done, is well ; 
Hortenfio, have you told him all her faults ! 

Pet, 1 know (he is an irkfome brawling fcold; 
If that be all, Mailers, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, fayeil me fo, friendf What countryman? 

Pet, Born in Verona; old Antonio's fon ; 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me. 
And I do hope good days-and long to fee. 

Gre, Oh, Sir, fuch a hfe with Aich a wife were ftrange^ 
But if you have a llomach, to't o* God's namej 
You (hall have me aifilting you in all. 
But will you woo this- wild cat? 

Pet. Will Ih've? 

Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her.. 

Pet, Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 

* Think you, a little din can daunt my ears? 

* Have I not in my time heard lions roar? 

* Have I not heard the fea, puff 'd up with winds,. 

* Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweat? 

* Have I not heard great ordnance in the field; 

* And heav'n's artillery thunder in the ikies ? 

* Have I not in a pitched battle heard 

* Loud Urumsi neighing fteeds^ aud trumpets clange ? 
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And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
That gives not half fo great a blow to th' ear, 
As will a chefoutin a farmer's fire?' 
Vufhy tuih, fear boys with bugs. 
Gru. For he fears none. ' 

Gre, Hortenfio, hark: 
Chis gentleman is happily arrived, 
^y mind prefumes, for his own good, and ours. 
Hor, 1 promised we would be contributors ; 
\.nd bear his charge of wooing whatfoe'er. 

Gre» And fo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gru, I would I were as fure of a good dinner. 

SCENE VII. 

To them Tranio bravely appareWd^ and Biondello* 

Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold* 
cU me, I befeech you, which is the readieft way to the 
loufe of Siguier Baptifta Minola ? 

Bion. He that has the two fair daughters? is't he 
""ou mean? 

Tra» Even he, Biondello. , . 

Gre, Hark you. Sir, you mean not her, to— 

7ra. Perhaps him and her; what have you to do? 

Pet. Not her that chides, Sir, at any hand, 1 pray. 

Tra. I love no chiders, Sir. Biondello, let's away. 

Luc. WeM begun, Tranio. \^AJide. 

Hor, Sir, a word, ere you go : 
Are you a Alitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 

Tra» An if I be. Sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre, No, if without more words you will get you hence. 

Tra, Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ftreets as free 
For me as for you ? 

Gre, But fo is not (he. 

Tra, For what reafon, I befeech you? * 

Gre, For this reafon, if you'll know: 
That fhe's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

Hor, That fhe's the chofen of Signior Hortenfio^ 

Tra, Softly, my Mailers; if you be gentlemen, 
)o me this right ; hear me with patience, 

Baptifia ^ 



Jtio THE TANfING OF THE SHUEW. Mt^ 

lUpti-la IS a noble gentleman, , v^ 

To whom my father is not all unknown ; 

And were his daughter fairer than fhe is^.* 

She may more fuitors have, and me for .one. 

Fair Leda's daughter had a thoufand wooessi^ 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have. 

And fo (he (hall- Lucentio (hall make onCr 

Tho' Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone. 

Org. What ! this gentleman will out-talk us all I 

Luc, Sir, give him head ; 1 know he'll prove a jadci' 

Pi't. Hortenfro, to what end arc all thefc words ? 

Hor, Sir, let me be fo bold as to alk you-, 
Did you yet ever fee Baptifla's daughter? 

Tra. No, Sir; but hear I do that he hath tvro: 
The one as famous for a fcolding tongue, 
As the other is for beauteous modelty. 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firft's for me; let her go by. 

Ore. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules ; 
And let it be more than Alcidcs' twelve. 

Pet* Sk, undcrftaadyou this of me, infootH: 
The youngeft daughter, whom you hairkea for^ 
Her father keeps from all accefs of fuitors ; 
And will not promife her to any man, 
ITntil the eldeft filler firft be wed : 
The younger then is free, and not before; 

7*ra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the man; 
Muft ftead us all, and me among the reft; 
And if you break the ice, and do this feat> 
Atchreve the elder, fet the younger free 
For our accefs ; whofe hap (hall be to have hef. 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. 

Nor, Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive :' 
And fince you do profefs to be a fuitor. 
You muft, as we do, gratify this gentleman. 
To whom we all reft generally beholden* 

Tra. Sir, I fhall not be flack ; in fign whereof,^ 
Pleafe ye, we may contrive this afternoon. 
And quaff* caroufes to our raiftrefs' healtlv; 
And do as adverfaries do in law. 
Strive mightily, but eat »ud drink as friends. 

Gru. Bion, O excellent motion ! fellowG» let's be goi 

I/or. The motion's good indeed, and be it fo. 

Petrucfe^ 
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cliio, I (hall be your hen venuto. ^Exeunt, 

[llie prefenters above fpeak here. 
)fffnf. My 'L.ordj you nod; you dn not mind the play, 
. Teay by St, j^nn, do I: a gcod matter^ furlyJ 
there any more of it ? 
dy*. My Lordy 'tis but begun. 

. 'TVx a very excellent piece of ivork^ Madam Lady» 
I ^ifvere done! 



ACT 11. SCENE L 

Baptfjld^s houfe in Padua, 

Enter Catharina and Biancom 



G. 



' OOD fifler, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourfeif, 

lake a bondmaid and a fiave of me ; 
I difdain ; but for thefe other gawds, 
nd my hands, I'll pull them off myfelf ; 
all my raiment, to my petticoat ; 
rhat you will command me, will I do ; 
ell 1 know my duty to my elders. 
ith. Of all thy fuitors here, I charge thee, tell 
m thou lov*ft bed : fee thou diffemble not. 
\an. Believe me, filler, of all men alive 
rer yet beheld that fpecial face, 
ch I could fancy more than any other. 
tth. Minion, thou lieil ; is't not Hortenfio ? 
mn. If you afFe6l him, filler, here I fwear, 
)lead for you myfelf, but you Ihall have him. 
Ith. Oh, then, belike you fancy riches more ; 
will have Gremio, to keep you fair. 
tan. Is it for him you do fo envy me ; 
, then you jeft ; and now, I well perceive, 
have but jelled with me a]l this while; 
ythee, fifter Kate, untie my iiands. 
otL If that be jell, then all the reft was fo. 

[^Siriles her. 
Enter Baptifla. 

ap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows thibinfolence ? 
;qi^{bind afide ; poor girl, fhe weeps ; 

Go 
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Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her. 

For ftiame, thou hflding of a devilifh fpirit, 

Why doll thou uTong her, that did ne'er wrong thee? 

When did Ihe crofs thee with a bitter word? 

' Cath, Her filence flouts me ; and I'H be reveng'd. 

[^ Flies afier Bianco* 

Bap. What, in my figlit? Bianca, get thee in 

lExit Bianco. 

Cnth. Will you not fufFer me? nay, now I fee, 
She is your trcafure; fhe muft have a hufband; 
1 muft dance bare-foot on her wedding-day. 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
Till I can find occafion of revenge, \Exif Calk, 

Bap, Was ever gentleman as griev'd as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

SCENE II. 

EnUr Gremio; Luceiitio in the habit of a mean man ; Petrih 

chio, with Horlenjio like a mti/ician; Tranio and Bivndflk 

bearing a lute and boohs, 

Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptifta. 

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. God iavc 
you, Gentlemen. 

Pet, And you, good Sir. Pray have you not a daugh- 
ter called Catharina, fair and virtuous? 

Bap. I have a daughter. Sir, called Catharina. 

Gre. You are too blunt; go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, Siguier Gremio, gist me leave. 
1 am a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That, hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and bafhful modefty. 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to (hew myfelf a forward gueft 
Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefs 
Of that report, which I fo oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, _ 

\^Prefenfwg Hat* 

I do prefent^you with a man of mine. 

Cunning in mufic, and the mathematics, • * . ',V 

To inltrud htr fully in thofe fciences. 



>' 
^1^ 
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jfrhereoF I know {he is not ignorant. 
^Accept of him, or elfe you do tne wrong, 
rHis name is Liciu, born in Mantua. 

Bap, You're welcome^ Sir, and he for yoUr good fake, 
*But for my daughter Catharine, this 1 know, 
p\it is not for your turn, the more's my grief. 
.' Pet. I fee 3'ou do not mean to part with het*; 
^Or elfe you like not of my company. 

Bap. Miftake me not, [ fp^ak but wliat I find. 
Whence are yoUj Sir? what may I call your name? 

Pet, Petruchio is my name, Antonio'a fon, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Ma/h 1 know him well : you are welcome for his fake. 

Grc, Saving your . tale, Petruchio, I pray, let us that 

lire poor petitioners fpeak too. Buccare! you arc 

marvelfouB forward. 

Pet, Oh, pjirdon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain be 
doing. 

Gre, I doubt it not, Sir> but you will curfe your 
Wooing.^;— Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am 
fure of it. To exprefs the like kindnefs myfelf, tliat 
harvc been more kindly beholden to you than any, free 
leave give to this young fcholar, that hath been long ftu- 
dying at Rheims, [^Prefenting Luc,~\ as cunning in Greek, 
Latin, :lnd other languages, as the other in muiic and 
mathematics; his name is Cambio; pray accept his fcr- 
Vice. 

Bap, A thoufand thanks, Signior ; Gremio: welcomfj» 
good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, mcthinks you walk like 
a ftranger, [To Tranio,'] may 1 be fohold to know tht 
cJiufe of your coming? 

Tra, Pardon me, Sir, the bo!4nefs is mine p\^Ti> 
That, being aftringer in this city hiere. 
Do make myfelf a fuitor io your daughter, 
tjnto Bianca, fair, and virtuous: • 
Nor is you n firm refolve unknown to me, 
In the preferment of tn^ ddeftiiftfr. 
This liberty is all that I reiqueft; 
That, upon knowledge of my, pareiitage, » 

I may have welcome 'mongft'tiie reft that woo^ 
And freQ.;iecef3 aiid favour ^& tte reft. 
^ *''., toward Uie.cduqrti>n.ot your daughtqs, 

OL. II. Dd' I 
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1 here beftow a Cir.ple inftrument, 

And tlfis fmall packet of Greek and JLatin books. 

If you accept them, then their worth is g^eat. 

[ T'^cy p'cct pr'tvaf 

Jiap» /,f/^«f//o is your name ? of whence 1 pray? 

7V<f. Of Pifa, Sir, fon to Vincentio. 

Bap. A rnighty man of Pifa ; by report 
I know him well; you are very welcome. Sin 
l^ake you the lute, and you the fet of books. 

[To Hortenfio and Lucci 
You (hall go fee your pupils prefentlyj 
Holla, within! i ■ 

Enter a Servahi, 

Sirrah, lead thefe gentlemen 

To my tvvo daughters ; and then tell them both, 

Thefe are their tutors, bid them ufe them well. 

[^x/V Serv. with Hortenfio and Lucei 
We will go walk a little m the orchard, | 

And then to dinner. You are pafling welcome ; 
And fo I pray you all to think yourfdves. 

Pet. Signior Baptifta, my bufinefs afketh hafte, ^ 
And every day I cannot come to Woo. 
You knew my father well, an"d in him nit?. 
Left folcly heir to all his landd and goods. 
Which I have bettered, rathef than decreas'd ; 
Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love, . 
What dowry (hall I have with her to wife ? 

Bap. A fter my death the one half of my lands $ 
And in poffeffion twenty thoufond crowns. 

Pet, And, for that doWry.. I'll affure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that fhc furvive me:, 
In all my lands and leafes whatfoever; 
Let fpccialties be therefore drawn between ug, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtained, 
That is, her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing: for I tell you, Htthdr, 
I am as peremptory as fhe proud-minded. 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
They do confume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Though little fire grows greit with little wind. 
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St extreme gufts will Wow out fire and all : 

> 1 to her, and fo (he yields to me, 

yrH am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bap, Well may'il thou woo, and happy be thy fpeed ! 
ut be thou arm*d for fome unhappy words. 

PeL Ay, to the proof, as moimtairj^ ai*e for winds f 
hat fhake not, though they blow perpetually. 

SCENE III. Enter Hortenfio with his head broke. 

Bap, How now, my fiTend? wty doft thou look fa 
pale? 

Hor. For fear, I proiraTe you, if I look pale. 

Bap, What! will my daughter prove a good mufician? 

Hor, I think ihe'll foo^ier prove afoldicr; 
»n may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap, Why then, thou carill not break her to the lute I 

Hor. Why, no; for fhe hath broke the lute to me. 
did but tell her (he miftook her frets, 
Lnd bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
^^411, with a moft impatient devilifh fpirit, - 

rets call you them ? quoth flie ; I'll fume with them :' 
uadwith that word fhe ftriick me on the head/ , 
kud through the inftrument my pate made way, , 

^nd there 1 flood amazed for a while, , . 

U on a pillory, looking through the lute ; 
Vhile fhe did call me ratcaUJidter^ 
Ind twangting Jack, with twenty fuch vile terms, 
b fhe had fhidied to mifufe me fo. 

Pa. Now, by the world, it is alufly wench: 

love her ten times more tlian ^*er I did ; 
)h, how 1 long to have fome chat with her ! 

Bap. Well, go witji me, and be not fo difcomfited ; . 
^roceed in pradice with my youuger daughter, 
•he's apt to learn, and tliankful for good turns. , 
►ignior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
)r fhall I fend my da\ighter Kate to you ? 

Pel. I pray you, do. 1 will attend her here, 

[E.v/V Bap. wii/j Grem. HorUn. atul Tranlo. 
^^nd woo her with fome fpirit when fhe comes. 
»ay that fhe rail; why, then Til tell her plain, 
'he lings as fweetly as a nigbtingiile: 
ay that fhe frowns; Til fay, fhe looks as clear 

D d 2 Aa 
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As morning-rofes newly wa(h'd with dew : 

Say (he be mute, and will not (peak a worij ; 

Then I'll commend her volubility, 

And fay, (He uttereth piercing eloquence: 

If (he do bid me padk, I'll give her' thanks. 

As tho' (he bid me ftay by her a week ; 

If fhe deny to wed, ril crave the day 

When I (hall aik the banns, and when be married: 

But here fixe comes, and now, Pctruchio, fpeak. 

SCENE IV. Enter Catharine. 

Good morrtJw, Kah; for that's your name', I hear, 

6<aih. Well haVe' you heai-d, but fomething hatd of 
hearing. 
They, call me Catharine that do talk of nxQ^ 

PA. Yotrlfe in' faith; for you are calied>Xifji ATj/r, 
And honny Rate^ arfd fom^tiiries Kate the cursed: 
But Katey the prettieft JTtf/^ in Chrifteridomi 
Kate of Kateha^ttny fui>er-daihty Jtate; 
{ For dainties af^ iAlcdtet, ) and therefore Kate'; 
Take this of nit, itdie of niy dohfol^on I 
Hearing thy mildrt^fs praisi'd iii evefv towiiV 
Thy virtues fjiokd df, and Ay beauty founded. 
Yet not fo deeply as to thee iJeldhgs ; 
Myfelf am mov'd tb WOd thU^ (dr my wifd. 

Cath. Mov'd!. in goftd'tital?; let him tKat mbvM you 
tidifer. 
Remove you hence ; I Jiiiew ytJii at t& JiHt 
You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, whilt'sa'mo^eabl?^ 

Cath. Ajoib'd^ftcoU 

Pef. Thou haft hiY it: cOttie, fit dn nie. 

Cfl/^. Affes ard made to bear, and* fo are you. 

Pet. Wdmen aVe made to bear, and fo are you. 

CatL No fuch jade. Sir, as you ; if me you mean* 

Pet. Alas, go6d Kate, I Will riot burthen thee ; 
For knowing tiiee to be but young and light ■ ■ 

Catb. Too light for fuch a fwairi as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy.as my weight (hould be *, - 

». ■weight fhoiild be. 

J*et. S\iou\d[he;- (houM hz. > ■ ■ -> 

Cath, WcU ViJ^*cn, 3^rvd \i\w x\i\xi.iMt^» . ^ v 
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FeU Nay, hear you, Kate; in footh you 'fcapc not fo, 

Cath. I chafe you if I tarry ; let me go. 

PeU No, not a. whit; 1 find you pafling gentle: 
Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and fullen, 
-And now I find report a very liar; 
I**orthou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous, 
fiut flow in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-time flowers. 
T^hou canft not frown, thou canil not look ailcance, 
^or bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
^or haft thou pleafure to be crofs in talk. 
But thou with mildncfs entertain*ft thy wooers, 
A\'ith gentle conference, foft, and affable. 

D d s Why 

Pet. Oh, flow-wing*d tunle, (hall a buzzard take thee? 
Cath, Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
Pet. Come, come, you wafp, i'faith, you are too angry. 
Cath. Jf I be wafpifh, *beft beware my ftiog. 
Pet. My remedy is then to pluck it out. 
Cath. Ah, if the fool could find it, where it lies. ^ 
Pet. Who knows not where a wafp doth wear his ftifig? 
In his tail.— 

Cath. In his tongue: 
Pet. Whofc tongue? 

Cath. Yours, if you talk of t^ls; and fo farewell. > 

Pet. What with my tongue in your tail? nay, come again, ' 
Good Kate, I am a gentleman. 

Cfl/*. That ni try. l^befirikes bim* 

Pet. I fwear, riictifl'you, if youiliiikeagaioi. 
Cath. So may you lofe your arms. 
If you drikc me, you are no gentleman; 

And if 00 gentleman, \vhy th^ii.rloatms. ' 

Pet. A herald, Kate? oh, put me in thy books. " 
Cath. What is your crefl, a coxcomb? 
Pet, A comblefs cock, fo Kate will be my ben. 
Cath. No cock of mine,. you crow too like a craven. 
' Pet. Nay, come, Kate; come, you mud hot look fo fovr. 
Cath. It is my fafliion when I fee a crab. 
Pet. Why, here*» 00 crab, and therefore look not fo four. 
Cash. There is, there is. 
^Pet. Then ihew it nwj. 
Cath. Had 1 a glafs, 1 would. 
Pet. What, you mean my face ? 
Cathi Well aim*d of fuch a young one. ■ ■ ■ 
Pit. Now„by bt. George^ 1 aai too young Ur you. ' 

Cath. Yet you are wiihet'd. 
Pet. *Ti8 with care». 
Cath, 1 care not. 
Pit. Nay, kc. .. . i ^ 
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Why dotbthe ^^orld report, tW Kate dotli lunp? 
Oh fland'rous ^Vorld ! Katt; Iflbe the Hazlc-twfg; 
Is ftraight and flender ; ancf as ttrownr rn htre 
As haSe-rtuts, and fwecter than tlit kdTiels. 
O, let me fee thee walk: thow doft nbtlfait. 

Cath. Cto, fool, aird whom thou kccp'ft comrarffjd; , 

Pet, Did ever Dian fo hccoine a grore, 
As Kate this charaher with her princely gaSt? 
O, be thou Dian, and kt her be Kate, 
And then let Kate be cliaile, and Dian fportful !— ^ 

CatL Where did yoii ftiidy all this goodly fpeedr? 

Pet, It is extempore, from My mothtr-wit. 

Cath, A witty mother, witlefs' dfe her fon. 

Pet. Am I not wife? 

CatL Yes ; keep you warm. - 

Pet. Why, fo I mean, fweet Catharine, m thy bed; 
And therefore fettmg all this chat afide. 
Thus in plain terms: Your father hath eonfented, 
That you ftiall be my wife ; your dow*ry 'greed onj 
And, win you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Now, Kate, I am a hufband for your tarn ; 
For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty,' 
(Thy beauty that doth make nie like thee well,) 
Thou muft be married to no man but me. 
For I am he am bom to tame you, Kate, 
And bring you from a wHdcat to a Kate^ 
Conformable as other houfhbld Kates. 
Jlere comes your father, neVer make dehisd^ 
I mufb and will have Catharine to my wife. 

SCENE V. Enter Bapttfta^ Oremo^ md froMf. 

Bap, Now, Signior PetruGhio,. how fpced you w^ 
my daughter? 

Pet, Hov? but weD, Sir? how but wdl? 
It werejmpoffible 1 (hould fpeed amrfs. 

Bap, Why, how now^ daughter Calhilrin«, hi ybir 
dumps? , . 

CatL Call you mc daughter? now, 1 proimfc you^ 
Yoy'vc fhew'd a tender fatherly regard. 
To wifh me wed to one half lunatic ; 
A madcap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack, ' 
Tiiat tUoks wkh caibs to fact the matter bv|. .^ '^\_ ^ 
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Pet, Father, His thus: Yourfelf and all the worlds 
lat talk'd of her, have talked aniifs of her; 
/he be curs*d, it is for pohcy, 
)r (he's not frovraiid, but modeft as the dove i 
le is not Hot, bixt temperate as the mofn ; 
yc patience, flie will prove a fecond Orizel, 
nd Roman Lucrcce for her chalKty ; - 

nd to conclude, weVe 'greed fo well together, 
hat upon Sunday is nry wedHhig-day. 

CatL I'H fee thee hanged on Sunday firft. 

Gn. Hark; Petruchiaf fhe fays, flie'll fee thee hang'd 
firft. 

Tra. Is this your fpeeding? nay, theh, good hig^t^, 
our part I 

Pef.'Vrt patient, Sir&, I cBufe her fo^ myftllf ; 
F ffie and I b^ plcas'd, what's that to you? 
Vis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alonef, 
'hat (he fhatt ft9l be cursM in company* 
tell you, 'tis incredible id believe 
tow much (he loves me; oh, the kindeft Kate*!: 
he hung about itf neck, ahd kifs brt kife 
he v^'d fo feft, protcfting oath on oath,* . 
'hat in a twink (he won nte to her lov^. 
ih, you are novices; 'tis a world id fte', 
Low tame (when men and women are sdfoh^J 
L meacock wrench cii m^e th6 curflefl fhrdw* 
riv« me thy hand^ Kate, I will untOJ Vemce, 
o buy appar^ 'gainft the wedding-dsty ; 
ather, provide the feift, iiid bid the guefti; 
will be fure my Catharine fhall bfe Bh^, 

Bap. I know not v^hat to fey, but giv(f your Iiaii&; 
k>d fend you joy, Petmchio ! 'tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Ameh, fay W^ ; we will be witneffe's. ^ 

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adi^iij 
win to Venice, Sunddy comes apace, r 

^e will have rings and thing^ and tint ^rniy ; « 

Lisd Jdfe me, Kate, v^e wiH be rii^ried 6' Sunday. 

l^Exiuni Petriicblb and Catherine fever all). '^ 

SCENE VI. ^,j 

Ore. Was ever^match c^jpt up io fy44f aJT T J »4 .J i 
Milf* Faithf Centlttnen, 1 play a merchant's part, , 
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And venture madly on a dcfperatc mart., 

Tttt, 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you ; 
'Twill bring you gain, or pen'fli on the feas. 

Bap. The gain 1 fcek is quiet in the match. 

Gre. No doubt but he Iiath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Daptifla, to your yoanger daughter. 
Now 18 the day we long have looked for: 
I am your neighbour, and wasfuitor firft. 

TVtf. And I am one, that love Bianca moi*e 
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can gucfs. 

Gre, Youngling ! thou can'ft not love fo dear as I. 

Tra. Grey-beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

Gn. But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, ftand back ; 'tis age that nouriflieth. 

TVj. But youth in ladies' eyes that iiourifheth. 

Baf, Content you, Gentlemen, I will compound this 
ftrife, 
*Ti8 deeds muft win the prize; and he, of both, 
That can aflure my daughter grcateft dower, 
Shall have Bianca's love. 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you afTure her? 

Gre, Firft, as you know, my houfe witbin the city 
Is richly furnifhed with plate an^ gold, 
Bafons and ewers to lave her dainty handsj» 
My hangin^^ all of Tyrian tapeftry ; 
In ivory coffers I have fluff'd my crowns ;. 
Jn cyprefs chefls my arras, cojmterpanes, 
Coftly apparel, tents and canopies, 
Fine linen, Turky* cufliions bofs'd with pearl ;, 
Valanceof Venice gold in needle-worj? ; .. ,^ ^ ^^ 
Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong 
To houfe, or houfe-keeping : then, at my farn^ 
I have a hmidred milch*kine to the pail, 
Sixfcore fat oxen ftanding in my ftalls; 
And all things anfwerable to tliis portion. 
Myfelf am ftruck in years, 1 iniift confefs ;, . . 
And, if 1 die to-morrow, this is hers, 
If, whilft I live, (he will be only mine. 

'Tra. That only came well in. Sir, lift toriic;' 

1 am my father's heir, and only fon;^ 
If I may have your daughter to my wife, 
I'B leave her boufc* three of four as good, * 
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"Within rich Pifa walls, as any ohtf 

Old Sigttibr Gteftiio has iii Padua ; 

Befide? two thoufand ducats bV^ the ye^r' 

Of miitful land ; ajl which fhall be her jointure, ' 

What, have I pincli'd yoti; SignicJr Gternib ? 

Gre, Two thoufand ducats by th? year of knd? 
My land amounts but to £0 much in all. 
tliat' lAe A£t' have:, Befidcs an AVgofid 
That now is lying in Marfeilles's road. 
What, have I choajc'd you with an AVgofitt" 

TVfl. Gremio,/ti8 knowfi, xhy fath<fr hath no Icfs 
Than three great Argofies, befides two gaUiafles, 
And twelve tight games: thefe I will aSbre her. 
And twice as much, whatever thou ofFer'ft next. 

Gre. Nay, 1 have i>ffey*i aHV I Have no more ; 
And fhe can have no more th:m all I have ; 
If you lik^ m^r (K^fi^h^rme s^i^ itijn)?. 

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine ^m all^tbe worldt 
By your firm promife ; Gremxo is out-vied. 

Bap: i ituft^ cbnfefs; ybtir offer'ii the b^ ; 
And kt y our fatlier make' her tlie"^ afluraiice,- 
She is your own': elfe you mult* pardon nie ; 
If you (hould die before'' hirhVi*'^ere's' hfcr cfciW^r ? * ' . 

Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, X young'. 

Gre. And may not* young men die as' welt as old? 

Baf. WeD, 6enllemehrt!icn I am thus rgfolv^d. 
On Sunday ^cit', you Know, 
My daughter Catlharih'e is to be married. 
Now on the Sunday following (KaH Biaiica ' 
Be bride to you, if you make this aifurance; 
]f not, tq Sigoior Greraio: 
And fo 1 take my leave, and thank you both. [^JSxIf^ 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. -Now I fear tljw riot^ 

Sirrah, young gameftef, your father were ii fogl 

To. give" thee all ; arid in Jus waining' age 

Set foot under tliy ^ble ; tut ! a toy ! 

An old Italian fojj is not fo kind, my boy. [^Exiii 

Tra, A vengeance on your crafty withered hide ! 
Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten ; 
'Tis in my head to do my niafter good. 
I fee no reafon, but fuppos'd Lucentio^ 
May get a fathcrVcati'd, fuppos'd Vincehtig ; 

And 
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And that's a wonder: fathers commonly 

Do get their children ; but« in this cafe of wooing, 

A child (hall get a fire> if I fail not of my cunning. 

[Exit. 
[The prefenters,. above, fpeak here. 

Sh. SnHf when will the /oqI corm again? 

Sim. jlnon^ my Lord* 

Sly. Give*iJ6me more drink here-^-^Whcr^ i the tt^al 
Here^ Sim^ eat fame ofthcje thingt, 

Sim, So J dof my Lord, 

Sly, ffcrf Simp / drird to thee, 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

Bapti9^4 houfti. 

Enter Luantio^ Hartenfio^ and Bianea, 

Luc. JL IDLER, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment 
Her fiftcr Catharine welcom'd you withal? 

Hor. WrangHng. pedant, this is ,., . ^, . * 

The patronefs of heavenly harmony ; 
Then give me leave to have prerogative; 
And when in muflc we have fpent an hour, . 
Your lefture (hall have leifure for as much. 

Luc. Prepoflerous afs ! that never read fo far 
To kn6w the caufe why mufic was ordajn'd: 
Was it not to refrelh the mind of man 
After his (ludies, or his ufual pain ? ' 
Thep ^^c me leave to read philofophy, 
And, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony. 

Hor,' Sirrah, I will not bear thefe braves of tfiinc. 

Bian, Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ftrive for that which refteth in my choice. 
I aia iH> fi-eeching fcholar in the fchcols ; 
111 not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times. 
But learn my leflbns as I pleafe myfelf; 
And to cut off all ftrifo, here fit we dow8, . , 

Take you your inftiumcnt, play yon the while; 
His lefturc will be dono ere you have turn'd. 
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Hon You'll leave his ledlure, when 1 am in tune ? 

[^Hortenfio retires. 
Luc. That will be never: tunfc your inftrument. 
Bian. Where left welaft? 

Luc. Here Madain : ' Htc that Simotsj hie ell S'lgeia 
tellus ; 
Mic fleterat Prtami regia celfaftfiii, 
Bian. Confiruethetn. 

Luc. Hie ibal^ as I told yoii Jaefore; Simoii, T am Lu- 
centio; hie eji^ fon unto Vinctfntio of Pifa ; Sigeia teVus^ 
<iifguifed thus to get your love: ^V /7^/fr^/, afid that Lu- 
centio that comes a woding ; Priami^ is my man. Tranio ; 
ri'gta^ hearing my port; celfafems^ that we might beguile 
the old pantaloon. 

Hor. Madam, my inflrument's in tune* ^Returning. 

Bian. Let's hear. O fie! the treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the hole, rtan, and time again* 
Bian. Now let me fee if I can conttrue it. Hie ihai 
Simolfy I know you not; hie ejl Sigeia kllus^ I truft you 
hot ; hicjltterat Priamiy take heed he hear us not ; regia^ 
prefume not; eelfafenis^ defpair not. 
Hor. Madam, 'tfs now in tune^ 
Luc. AU but the bafe. 

Hor. The bafe is right; 'tis the bafe knave that jais. 
How fiery and how fro ward is our pedant! 
Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love; 
Pedafcale *, PU watch you better yet. 

Bian, III time I may belijEive, yet 1 miflnifti 

Luc. Millnift it not; j-for, fure, -^acides 

Was Ajax, call'd fo from his grandfather. 

Bian. I muft believe my mailer, elfe I promife you>< 
i ihould be arguing Hill upon that doubt; 
But let it Ireft. Now, Licio, to you : 
Good matters, take it not unkindly, pi^y, 
ITiat I have been thus pleafant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while | 
M)r leflbns m^e no mufit in three parts; 

Luc, Are you fo formal. Sir? well, I mud >\*ait. 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv'd. 
Our fine mofician groweth aiiiprous. 

Hor. 

* He would have iaid didafcahs but thinkingthis too honourable, 
e^oins the woxij^edafcale in imitation of it,lToin pedant. 
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ffor. Madam, Uefore you touch the iaftr^^ept, I 

f o learn the order of my fingering, 
1 muft begin ^ith rudiments of art : 
To teach you gamut in a briefer fort, 
More pleafant^ pithy , and efFe<ilual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade J 
And there it is in \iTitfng fairly drawn. [ 

B'tan. "Wliy, 1 am padfe'd my gamut long ago. 

I/or. Yet read the gamut of Hortenfio. 

Bian, [^rea{fing,'] Gamut I am, the ground of all acttawli 
-/^rr, to plead Plortenfio's paflion; v 

jB iwf, Bianca, take him for thy lord ; 

C/autj that loves >vith all affedlion ; 
D/oi rpy one cliff, but two notes have \\ ~ 
ElcrrUi (how pity,or.l die. 

Call you this ^^;7Lv/.^ tut, I like it iioti 
Old fafhions pleafe me beft; I'm not fo nice 
i o change tiue rules for new inventions. 

Entei" a Servant, 

Serv. Miftrefs, Vour father prays you leave your WH 
And help to drefs your lifter's chamber up ; 
Vou know, to-morrow is the wedding-daj:. 

Blan, Far<^well, fweet mafters, both; I ipuft be gone*' 

Luc. * Faith, miftrefs, then I have no caiife to ftay. . 

. Hor. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant \ 
Methinks he looks as tho* he were in love : 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble. 
To caft thy wand'ring eyes on every ftale ; ' 

Seize thee who lift; \i once l.fiitd thee pnging, 
Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. |^.^ 

SCENE |I. 

Enter Bapttfiay GrmiOf Tnaiiof CatbarjnayyLocetttiot^it^ 
0x%,and.attefidanU, 

Bap. Signior Lucentto, Uiis isthc *jJomt<^4ay , 
That Catherine and Petruchio fhould t>e married; 
And yet vw hear not of our fon-in-l^w. 

........ ^ . ^'^ -J'- ;^ 
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iHiat will be feid? what mockery will it be, 
'o want the bridegroom, when the priell attends 
*jO fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
iHiat fays Luccntio to this fhame of ours ! 

Caih. No ihame, but mine ; I muft, forfooth, be forc'd 
*o give my hand oppos'd agaiiift my heart. 
Into a mad-brain rudefby, full of fpleen ; 
VTio woo'd in ha(J:e, and means to wed at Icifurc. 
told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 
iiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour j 
Ind to be noted for a merry man, 
le'U woo a thoufand, 'point the day of marriage, 
•lake friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the barons; 
Tet never means to wed, where he hath woo'd. 
^ow muil the world point at poor Catharine, 
Vnd fay, Lo ! ther-c is mad Petruchio's wife, 
i it would pleafe him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patience, good Catharine, and Baptiila too; 
Jpon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
»^hatever fortune flays him from his word. 
Hio' he be blunt, I know him pafling wife : 
f ho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeft. 

Cath, Would Catharine had never fcen him tho' ! 

[^Exit weepings 

Bap* Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
?*or fuch an injury would vex a faint, 
4uch more a (hrew of thy impatient humour. 

> SCENE IIL Enter Biondello. 

B'lon. Mailer, mailer; old news, and fuch news as ^ou 
lever heard of. 

Bap* Is it new and old too? ho>\' may that be? 

B'ton, Why, is it not news to hear of Petruchio's com- 
ng? 
^ Bap. Is he come ? . 

B'ton. Why, no, Sir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bi:p* When will he be here ? 
, Bion» When he ftands where I am, and fees you there. 

Tra. But, fay, what to thine old news ? 
i Vol. II. E e R'mv 
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Bioa, * Why, Petnichio is coming in a new lial 
an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches thrice titfn^ 
a pair of boots that have been candle-cafes, one ll 
klcd, another iac'd; an old nifty fvvord ta*en ottt^ 
the town-armoury, with a broken hilt, and cl 
with two broken points; his horfe hippM with an 
mothy faddle, the Itirrups of no kindred ; befidea] 
ftfs'd with the glanders, and like to mofe in the i 
troubled with the lannpalTe, infeAed with the ' 
full of windgalls, fped with fpavins, raied with 
yellows, paft cure of the .fives, ftark fpoiled with^ 
llaggcrs, begnaTJiTi with the hots, fway *d in the 
and (houlder-lhotten, near Icgg'd before, and 
half-check'd bit, and a headllall of fheep's 
which being reftrain'd, to keep him from ftui 
hath been often burft, and now repaired with ki^ 
one girt fix times piec'd, and a woman's cruppei* | 
vtlure, wjiich hath two letters for her name, 
fct down in ftuds, and here and there pie^*4 
pack-thread.' 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

Bion, * Oh, Sir, his lackey, foraIlth<2 worfd 

* rifonM like the horfe, with a linen Hock on ori^ 

* and a kerfey boot-hofe on the other, garter'd witn 

* red and bhie lift, jm did hat, and * the humour ofj^ 
''fancies prick'd up in't for a feather: a monfter, a 
< moniler in apparel, ar»d not like a Chtiftian footboyj 
.* a gentleman's lackey.' 

Tra, 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this fai?i«^1 
Yet fometimes he goes but mean apparell'd. 

Bap.^ I am glad he's come, howfoever he come?. ij 

B'ton. Why, Sir, he comes not. 

Bap, Didil thou not fay, he comes? 

B'ton, Wlio? that P6tnichio came not? 

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came. ' 

B'ton, No, Sir; 1 fay, his horfe ,comes witl]i to<^j 
hi? back. ;Jjj 

Bap. Why, that's all one. 'g, 

B'ton, Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny, :^€i 
A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not 

SCE1 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Petruchlo and Gruifiio fctntafitcally hahttecU 

Pel, Coftie, where be thefe ^allairfes*? who is «t home? 

Bap, You're welcome, Sir. 
' Pet, And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not fo well 'parell'd as I wifli yoit were. 

Pet, Were ft better, I fhould Vufh in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride? 
How does- my father? Gentles, metlMwks you frown: 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company. 
As if they faw fome wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unufual pf odigy ? 

Bap. Why, Sir, you know, this is your wedding-day: 
Firft were we fad; fearing yo\i would not come \ 
^low, fadder, that you come fo utiprbvided. 
tie, doff this habit, fhame to yout ellate, 
An eye-fore to our folemn feflivai. 

Tra, And tell us what occaiioh of import 
Hath all fo long detain 'd you friom your wife. 
And! fent you hitheV fo unlike yourfelf ? 

Pet, Tedious it wefe to tell, and harfh to hear: 
Sufficeth, i am come to keep my word, 
Tho' in fome part ihfoii*ced to digfefs, , 
Which at more leifure I will fo eJccufe, 
As you fhall well be fatisfied withal. , 
But, where is Kate? 1 Hay too long from her; 
The morning wears; 'tis time we were at church. 

Tra, See not your bride in thefe unreverent robes; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet, Not I ; believe me, thus 1*11 viiit hef. 

Bap, But thus, I tnift, you will not marry her. 

Pei. Gt^iJd^footli, even thus; therefore ha* done with 
'fe; words; 
To me (he's married, not unto my clothes: - 
CoiJd I repair what (he will wear in me, 
As 1 c^uld change thefe poor accoutrements, 
Twere well for Kate, arti'bejter for myfelf. 
But, what a fool am I to chat with you^ 
When I fbovld bid goodmoriJSVv to my W\^<^> 
E e 2 . 
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And feal the title with a lovely kifs? 

7Va. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire: 
We will perfuade him, be it poffible, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap. I'll after him, and fee the event of this* 

SCENE V. 

7ra, But, Sir, our love concemeth us to add 
Her father's liking ; which to bring to pafs. 
As I before imparted to your Worfhip, 
I am to get a man, (whate'er he be, 
It /kiUs not much; we'll fit him to our turn;) 
And he ftiall be Vincentio of Pifa, 
And make aflurance here in Padua 
Of greater fums than I have promifed: 
So (hall you quietly enjoy your hope, J 

And marry fweet Bianca with confent. , i 

Luc. Were it not that my fcUow-fchoolmafter 
Doth watch Bianca's fteps fo narrowly, 
'Twere good, methinks, to ileal our marriage; 
"Which once perform'd, let all the world fay, No,. 
I'll keep my own, defpight of all the world. 

Tra, That by degrees we mean to look into> 
And watch our vantage in this buiinefs: 
We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremio, 
The narrow-prying fatlier Minola, j 

The quaint mulician amorous Licio j :: 

All for my matter's fake, Lucentio. 

SCENE VI. Enler Gremto. 

Now, Signior Greinio, came you from the church? 
Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from fchool. 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming hoffC 
Gre, A bridegroom, fay you? 'tis a groom, indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl (hall fin^'. 
Tra. Curlier than (he? why, 'tis impoflible* * 

Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. ^ ^ 
Tra. Why, fhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 
Gre. Tut, (he's a lamb, a doVe, a fool to him, 

I'll tell you. Sir Lucentio;' when the prieft ^ M' 

Should ail<, i£ Catharine (hsuld be his wife? ii/?' 

m 
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ly> by gogs-woons, quoth he ; and fwore fo loud, 
tiat, all-amaz'd, the prieft kt fall the book ; 
Ind as he ftoopM again to take it up, 
""bis ma3-brain*d bridegroom took him fuch a cufF, 
bat down feD prieft and book, and book and piieil. 
Ibw take them up, quoth he, if any lift. 
Tra. What faid the wench, when he rofeup again ? 
Ore, Trembled and Ihook; for why, he ftampM and 
fwore. 
ks if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
iut after many ceremonies done, 
1^ He calls for wine: a health, quoth he; as if 
1]^ H'ad been abroad carowling to his mates 
\f* After a llorm : quaft off the mufcadel, 
P •■ And threw the fops all in thie fexton's face ; 
^ Having no other caufe, but that his beard 
r^* Grew thin and hungerly, and feem'd to alk 
^ His fops as \\<i was drinking. This done, he took 
^•* The bride about the neck, and kifs*d her h'ps 
^** With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting 
V** All the church echo'd ;" and I feeing this, 
^Came thence for very fhamej and after me, 
\ know, the rout is coming. Such a mad mafriage 
JSe'er was before. — Hark, hark^ I hear the minftrels. 

SCENE VII. 

Ent?r Petruchio, Catharina^ Bianca, liortetifio, asd i 
Bapti/ia, I 

Pet, Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for yovx 
pain^! 
J know, you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have preparM great ftore of wedding-cheer j 
But fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence ; 
And therefore here 1 mean to take my leave. 

Bap, Is- 1 poflible you will away to-night ? 

Pet, 1 muft away to-day, before night come. 
£4bk^ it no wonder ; if you knew my bufmefs,. 
you would intreat me rather go tlian ftay* 
WHndy hcncil conipanv, I thank you all> 
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That have beheld mc give away myfelf 
To this moll patient, fvveet, and virtuoius wife. 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me. 
For I muft hence, and farewell to you ail. 
Tra, Let us intreat you (by till after dinucc. 
Pet. It may not be. *tw 

Gre. Let me intreat yoa. vd 

Pet. It cannot be. 
Cath. Let me intreat you. 
Pet, Tam content ■ 
Cath. Arc you content toftay? 
Pet. I am content you fliall intreat mc flay; 
But yet not ftay, intreat me how you caa, 
Cath. Now, \i you love me, flay. 
Pet. Gnimio, my horfes. , . 

Gru. Ay, 8ir, they be ready : the oats have eatc&tlnS 
horfes*. . 

Cath. Nay, then, • 

Do what thou canft, I will not go to-day;. i f^ 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I pleafe myfelf. ,4 

The door is open, Sir, there lies your way, ^'4 

You may be jogging,, while your boots ar^e green ;: •> 
For me, I'll not go till I pleafe myfelf. 
'Tis Kke you'll prove a joHy furly groom. 
That take it on you at the firfl fo roundly. ' | 

Pet. O Kate, content thee, pr'ythce, be not angry* 1 
Cath. I will be angry; what haft thou to do ? \ 

Father, be quiet ; he fhall ftay my leifure. 
, Gre. Ay, marr)^ Sir; now it begins to work* 

Cath, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner, 
I fee, a woman may be made a fool, 
If (he had not a fpmt to reiift* 

Pet. They (haU go forward, Kate, at thy command. 
Obey thebiide, you that attend on her: 
Go to tl^feaft, revel and domineer; * 

Caroufe full meafure to her maidenhead ; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourfelves : 
But for my bonny Kate, (lie muft with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor llare^ nor fret, 
I will be mafter of what is mine own ; 
w?hc is my goods, my chattels, fhe is my houfe^ 

Ml 

• That i?j iht diftc«\^^t lo ^^^^* \%L'fc^ 
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l|^ lioufhold-iluiF, my field, my barn, 

jfff horfe, my ox, my afs, my any thing; 

^d here (he Hands, touch her who ever dare. 

t?H bring my aAion on the proudeft he, 

fbat flops my way in Padua: Grumio, 

Draw forth thy weapon ; we're befet with thieves ; 

Kefcue thy miftrefs, if thou be a man : 

pear not, fweet wench, they ftiall not touch thee, Kate; 

[*]I buckler thee againft a million. 

[^Exeunt Pet. and Cath» 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
: ,Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with laugh- 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like. [ing* 

Luc. Miftrefs, what's your opinion of your fifter ? 
;;, Bian. That, being mad herfelf, (lie's madly mated. 
■}\Gren I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
, Bap» Neighbours and friends, tho' bi-ide and bride- 
groom want 
For to fupply the places at the table ; 
You know, there wants no junkets at the feaft 
JLucentio, you fupply the bridegroom's place ; 
^nd let Bianca take her lifter's room. 

Tr^. Shall fweet Bianca pra6life how to bride it ? 

Bap, She (hall, Lucentio : Gentlemen, let's go. 

[^Exeuntm 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Petruchio^ s cBuntry-houfe* 
Enttr Grumio, 

Grum. JL IE, fie on all tired jades, and all mad 
maftcrs, and all foul ways! Was ever man fo beaten? 
was ever man fx> rayed; was ever man fo weary? I am 
fent before, to make a fire; and they are coming af- 
ter, to warm them: now were 1 not a h'ttle pot, and 
foon hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my 
bdly, er« I fhould come by a fire to thaw me ; but ( 
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with blowing the fire (hall warm niyfelf; fijr, confi^B 
the weather, 
iioa, CuitHf! 

Enter Curhs. 



the weather, a taller man than I wiSl take cxAL i^Nun 





Curt, Who 18 It that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru» A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, them 
fllde from my fhoulderto my heel, with no greater tw 
but my head and my neck. A lire, good Curtis. 

Curt. I s my mafter and has wife comings Gnunio? 

Gru. Oh, ay, Curtis, ay ; and therefore, fire, fire;} 
on no water. 

Curt. Is (he fo hot a (hrew as fhe*8 reported ? < ^ 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this iroAf 
thou know'fl, winter tame:s man, woman, aaid^tilllS! 
for it hath tam'd my old mafter, and my new i^ 
and thyfelf, fellow Curtis. 

Curt, Away, you three-inch'd fool; lam no beafti^ 

Gru. Am 1 but three inches? why, thy horn is Ir^ 
and fo long am I at the leaft. Bat wilt thou 
fire, or (hall I complain on thee to our mrftrefs?" 
hand, (he being now at hand, thou (halt foon hiw 
thy cold comfort, for being flow in tky hot oftce. * 'Ji 

Curt* I pr'ythee, good Grumfo, tell me, how goes tbtf 
the world ? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office^but thiiej^ 
and, therefore, fire: do thy duty, and' have thy duty, 
for my mafter and miftrefs are almoft frozen to death. 

Curt. There's fire ready ; and therefore, good Grulnio^ 
the news. 

Gru. Why, ^^cl boy J ho hoy^ and as much nemjs- at th(0 

'wilt *. 

Curt- Come, you are fo full of coneycatching. 

Gru. AVhy, therefore, fire ; for I have caught ex- 
treme cold. Where's the cook? is- f upper ready, the 
houfe trimmM, rufhes ftrew'd, cobweb fwept, th*f'j 
ferving-men in their new fuftian, their white ftockidg>y| 
and every officer his wedding-garment on ? be the Ja^;| 
fair within, the JiHs.fair without, carpets laid, and ef«lf 
thing in order? *^ ^ * 

♦ This ftcms to be 21 ira^m^tvx. cillotc^^ q\^\.^;j4| 
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Curt, All ready: and therefore, I pray thee, what 
-news? 

Gru, Ffrft, know^ my horfe is tiied, my matter and 
miftrefs fall'n out. 

Curt. How? 

Gru, Out of their faddles into the dirt ; and thereby 
hangs a tale. . . 

Curt, Let's ha't, good Grumfo. 

Gm, Lend thine ear.. 

Curt. Here. 

Gnu. There, [_Strihesher. 

Curt, This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru, And therefore 'tis called a fenfible tale; and 
this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and befeeck 
nftenihg. Now I begin: Imprimis^ we came down a. 
foul hill, my mafter riding behind my miftrefs^. 

Curt, Both on one horfe? 

Gru, What's that to thee? 

Curt, Why, a horfe. 

Gru. « Tell thou the tale^ But hadft thou not 

•* crofa'd me, thou fhould'ft have heard how her horfe 
" fell, and fhe under her horfe :' thou (hould'll have heard 
^ in how miry a placte, how fhe was bemoiled, how 
" he left her with tlje horfe upon her, how he beat me 
** becaufe her horfe ftumbled, how fhe waded through 
" the dirt to pluek him off me; how he fwore, how 
"fhe pray'd that never pray'd before; how I cry'd; 
"how the horfes ran away ; how her bridle was burfl ; 
** how 1 lofl my crupper; with many things of worthy 
** memory, which now fhall die in oblivion, and thou 
" return unexperienc'd to thy grave." 

Curt, By this reckoning he is more fhrew than fhe. 

Gru, Ayj and that thou and the proudeft of you all 
fhall find when, he comes home. But what taik I of 
this? call forth Nathaniel, Jofeph, Nicholas, Philip, 
Walter, Sugarfop, and the refl; let their heads be 
fleekly combM, their blue coats biufh'd, and their gar- 
ters of an indifferent knit: let them court'fv with their 
left legs, and not prefume to touch a hair of my mafter's 
horfe-tail, till they kifs thtii; hands. Are they all 
ready? 

Curf. They arc 
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Gru. Can them forth. 

Curt* Do you hear, ho? you muft meet my 
Of countenance my miftrefa. 

Gru. Wliy, flie hath a face of her own-. 

Curt, Who knows not that? 

Gru, Thou» k fectns, that cairft for cotttpanrto i 
tenance her. 

Curt, I call them forth to credit her. 

Mnterfour or Jive feroing-men* 

Gru. Why, flie come? to borrow nothing of theat i 

Nat,. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil, How now, Grumto ? 

Jfif. What, Grimiio f 

Niirh, Felbw Grumio \ 

Nath, Ht)W now, old lad*^ 

Gru, " Welcome, you; how now, ybu; tpHat,^, 
*« fellow, you ; and thus much for greeting.'* Kot^,S 
fpnice companions, is all ready, and all things Heafcf ^ 

N'ca, All things are ready; how neat is t)ur i '^ 

<?n/. E*en at hand, alighttd by this-i and tb 
fee not — —.—cock's paflion, filenec!— -— I keaT.j 
ttiafter. 

SCENE II. Enter Peiruthio and Kate. 

Pet. Where be thefe knaves? what, no man it ' 
to hold my ftirriip, nor to tJike my horfe I Whett i» 1 
thaniel, Gregory, Philip? 

j^ii Serv. Here, here, Sir ^ here. Sir. 

Pet- Here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir! 
You loggerheaded and inipoliih'd grooms : ' j^ 

What! no attendance? no regard? no duty? 
Wliere is the foolrfh knave I fent before ? 

Gru, Here, Sir, as foolifh as I was before. ^- 

Pet, You peafant fwain, you whorefon, m2dt-ho|^ll 
drudge, 
I>id I not bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along thefe rafcal knaves with thee? 

Gru, Nathaniel's coat. Sir, was not fully made;' 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i' th' heel; 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat ; 
\nd Walter's dagger was not come from fheathingi 



I 
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r were none fine^ biit Adam, RalpK and Gregory;, 
t Tcft were ragged, oW, and beggarly ; 
[ as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
pijRifct Go, rafcals, go, and fetch my fupper in. 

\_Exetmt Semjants* 
re is the life that late I led? [^Singin^. 

re are thofe Sit down, Kate, 

il^elcome. Soud, foud, foud, foud! 

Enter Servants ^with fupper. 

by, when, I fay? nay, good fweet Kate, be merr^-. 
f with my boots, you rogue: you villains, when? 



// fwas the friar of orders grey^ 
As he forth tvedked on his way. 



[^Sings, 



^%^ out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry. 
Ite that, and mend the plucking off the other. 

[^Strikes him, 
t^crry, Kate: fome water, here; what, hoa! 

pir Enter one with water, 

?*s my fpaniel Troilus? firrah, get you hence, 
bid my couiin Ferdinand come hither ; 
:, Kate, that you mull kifs, and be acquainted with. 
Ixpreare my flippers? fhall I have fome water? 
>pe, Kate, and wafh, and welcome heartily: 
6a whorefon villain, will you let it fall ? 
Cath, Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling. 
I Pet, A whorefon, beetle-headed, flap-ear*d knave: 
^^me, Kate, lit down ; I know you have a ftomach. 
pSiU you give thanks, fweet Kate, or eHe (hall I? 
iWhat's this, mutton? 
^ . I Serv, Yes. 
r^ Pet, Who brought it ? 
^ ^ 9tr» I. 
•Q ^^' '"^'^ burnt, and fo is all the meat : 

dogs are thefe? where is the rafcalcook? 
durft you, villains, bring it from the dreflcr, 
ferve it thus to me that love it not ? 
take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all. 

[^Throws the m^at, l^c. clout ihefiag' 
JbedSefs jolt heads, and unmaiiiicr'd llav-s! 
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What, do you grumble ? Ill be with you ftraight, ' 

Catb. 1 pray you, hufband, be not fo difquict; 
The meat was well, if you were fo contented. 

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I cxprefsly am forbid to touch it : 
For it ingenders choler, planteth anger; 
And better 'twere that both of us did faft, 
Since, of ourfdves, ourfelves are cholenc, 
Than feed it with fiich over-roafled fleih. 
Be patient, for to-morrow*t fhall be mended, 
And for this night w^'U fall for company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. lExmi 

Enter fervants fever ally, 
Nnth, Peter, didft ever fee the like? 
PcUr. He kills her in her own humour. 
Gru. Where is ht:? 

Enter Curtis ^ a fer*oant. 

Curt. In her chamber, making a fermon of continenc; 
to her, 
And rails, and fwears, and rates ; that fhe, poor foul, 
Know not which way to (land, to look, to fpeak; 
And fits as one new rifen from a dream. 
Away, a way) for he is coming hither. [ExeuHi 

SCENE HI. Enter Petruchio. 
pet. Thus have I politicly begun my reign. 
And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfully : 
My faulcon npw IS Iharp, and paffing empty ; 
And till (he ftoop, fhe rauft not be full gorg'd, 
'For then fhe never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come, and know her keeper's caHj 
That is, to watch her, as we watch thofe kites. 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She ate no meat to-day, nor none fliall eat. 
Lall night iKe flept not, nor to-night fhall not: 
As witii the meat, fome undeferved fault 
I'll find about tlie making of the bed. 
^nd here PU fling the pillow, there the bolfteri 
lis way the coverlet, that way tlie flicets; 
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Ay ; and, amid this hurly, I'll pf^tn^^ 

That itfl is doR«^Hi reverend car* of hei-;" - » 

Andy in conclufion, flie ihall wirtch all ni^ht r ' ' 

And, if ftie chance to nod, I'll 'hiil and Brtiwl, 

And' with the clamour keep her Aifiai^ke. 

This is a way to kiE a wife wi^h kmifeefst-*^' ' " * 

And thus I'll curb her mad a^ headrtrohg hiimoui*i 

K«f that knows better how to taS^ a fhrew,- 

Now let him fpe^k, 'tie charity td ffeeii'. l£xk. 

SCENE IV^ Bff^eM/^'ift^s hoHfi: 

Enter Tranio and Horten/iem 

Tra. Is't poflibie, fWeiid I/ickn, thatt BJanea • 
r)oth fancy any other but Lfti^eh^f 
I tell you. Sir, (he beai-s me fair in haiid^ 

Hor. To fatisfy you. Sir, in what I faid. 
Stand. by, and mark the matmer tihh ^eacKirtg. • 

' ' \ThiyJlchidlyi 

Etttcr Bianca and Lucenlio* 

i.uc. Now, Miftrcfs, profit yoii in whaT you read r 

Bidn What, Mafter, read yoii ? firft refolve me that* 

Lac I fejld that I profefs, the art of love. 

Bian, And may you prove. Sir, mafter of your aft I 

Luc. While you, fweet deiar, prove miftrefs of ray Heart. 

^T'b^y Mire bdci^wqrdm 

Hor* Quick pi^Oeedefsl hiarry ! now, tell me, 1 pray, 
you that durft fwear that your liifftrefs Biabc"k lov^l hone 
in the world fo well as Lucentio. 

Tra, Defpightful love, uncdhft'arit v^omahkindl 
1 tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hoi^. Miftake no more, I itm not ticip, . 
Nor a jtiifficiah, as r(*eenl to be ; * i' 

But one that fcorh to live iR tliis difguife' ' 

For fuch a oiieas leaves a geritlemari, ' ' 

And makes a god of fuch a cuUion : 
Know, Sir,, that I am call'd Hori^nfio. 

Tra, Signior Hortenfio, I have often heard 
Of your ehfife affection to Biaiica ; 
And fincc mine eyes are witnefs p£ Vier Y\^Vcwt^i> 
/ will with yoa, if you be fo cohtem^di 
Vol. IL Y £ , "^^^^^^^^ 
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Foriwcar Bianca s^nd her love for ever. 

Nor. See, how they k^fs and court !.-^——Signr6r Lib- 
Here 18 my hand, and here I firmly vow [ceotiO| 
Never to woo her more ; but do forfwpar her« 
Ai one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flattered her withal. 

Tra. And here I ta^e the like ui^eigned ootJby 
Never to many her, though Ihe intreat. 
F;e on her! fee, how heaftly ihedoth qourt him. 

Hon *Would aU the world, but he, had quite fgrfwors 
For me, that 1 may Xur.^y ^j^ep mine oath, [her*. 

1 will be married to a wealthy widow 
Ere three days pafs, which has as long lov*d me. 
As I have ^v'd this pixuid difdainfid haggard. 
And fo farewell, Signior L>ucent;j[o. 
Kindnefs in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love: and fo I take my leave, 
In refolution as 1 fwore before. {f xi^ H(^>' 

^ra. Miftrefs Bianca, blcfs you with fudi grace, 
As 'longeth to a lover's bleffed cafe : 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle Love, 
And l;iavc forfworn you with Hortenfio. 

\JLucentto and Bianca comefor'wmf 

Btan, Tranio, you jeft : but have ypu both forfworn me^ 

Trj, lyiiftrefs, we have. 

Luc. Then 4\'e ar^ rid of Licio. 

'Tra. I*faith, he'll have a iufty widow now, 
Tliat fliall \t .wpoM and Wjs:d4ed in a day.. 
' Blan. God give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. , 

Eton. He fays fo, Tranio. 

Tra. 'Faith, he's gone into the taming-fchool. 

Btan. The tamina-fchool ? what, is there fvich a place? 

Tra* Ay, Miftrefs, and Petruchjo is -the tnafter ; 
That teft^hcth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
Ta tame a flure^Vi and charm her chattering tongue. 

SCENE V. Enttr ffiondelh, running. 

Bion. Oh Mailer, Matter, I have watch'd fv long, 
That I'm dog-weary; but atlaft I fpy'd 
^ ancient engel, going down the hill, , f 
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IP^ai ferve the tutn. ^ 

7r^?. What ishcj'BSondtHo? 

i9ia«. Mafter, a ih^rcantant^ or ^ITe a pedant ; 
Xknow not what;^ butformal'm apparel; 
Xn gait and' countenance furely h'ke a father. 

Luc. And whatof hihii Tranio? 

Tra. If he be cr6dulc>vi9^ and truft my tale, 
jf*!! make Hnn glatf to feeiil Vincentioj 
-And give affurance to Ba^tiRa Minola> 
-As if he were the right VSicentio. 
Take in your love^ and t^n let nie alone. 

[^EseuHt Luc. and Bia/ti 

fitter a Pedant. 

ted. Godfave'yoii,.8ir, 

TVtf^ And you,»Sir; you are welcome ^ 
Travel you far onj or are yoii at the fartheft? - 

?ed. Sir, at the fartheft for a w«ek or twb; • 
But then up ferther, and as far as Rome ; 
-And fo to Tripoly, if God lend roe life. 

TVfl. What countr)Tnan^ I pray ? 

Ped, Of Mantua. < 

TV^i. Of Mantua^ Sir?. God forbid I 
And come to Padua, cAtelefs of your life ? • * : * \ 

Fed. My life, Sir? hovr, 1 pray? for that goes hard. * - 

Tra, 'Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padiia. Knovr you not the c'aufe ? 
Vour {hips are ftaid at Venicfc, alid the Duke 
ffPor private quarrel 'tAvilst your IJuke and him) 
XIath publifh'd and proclaim'd it openly: 
*Ti8 marvel, but that you?re but newly come,- 
Vou might have heard it elfe proclaimed about* *< 

Ped. Alas, Sir; it is worfe for me tliaft" fo^ . 
for I have bills for money by exchange i ; . / . •. i 
Irom Florence, and mufthere deliver them. • ^^ 

Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Gouttefy, - 

This will I do, and this will I advife you;i » 

"Firft, tell me, have you ever been at Fifa? 

Fed. Ay, Sir, in Kfa have; I often been? 
^I?ifa, renowned for grave. citizens. 

Tra. Among, them know you one Vincentio? 
^ Fed. I know him>nDt,.butL have beard of Kim ji' 

Ffz A 
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A merchant of incomparable wealth. , 

Tra. He is my father, Sir; arid, footh to ^y. 

In count 'nance f^^n^ewliat doth rcfemUe you'. 

B'wn. As mufh as an apple doth a^^ ^"^^^^ and ail one. 

... . t^>^- 

Tra* To fave your tifc io this extremity. 

This favour will 1 do yon for his fake 

And think it not the word of all your fortunes, 

That you are like to Sir Vinccntio. 

His name and credit ihall you undertake. 

And in my houfe you ihall he friendly IpdgM: 

InOpk, th^t you take upon you as you fhould. 

You underftand me, Sir: lo fhall yoy ftay, 

Till you have done your bufinefs in the city. 

If this be court'fy, Sir, accept p£ it. 

Ped. Oh, Si?, 1 ^; and will repute yon ever 
The patron of my Jiff a^d liberty* 

Tra. Th^ gp widi m^ toiiw^ke the matstei; good. . 
This by the wa){ \ let ypu undcriiand. 
My father is here kpk'd for every day, 
To pafs affurance of a d^wer in. carriage: 
'Twixt me and one Baptifta's daughter here : 
In all thefe citcumftanijes I'Uiioilni^ you: 
Go with me, SiiE, to clptlie you as becomes you. 

SCEN5; VJ. intar Cathanna,and GrHmh~' . 

Gru, No, 00, ibffbol^; I dare not for my life.. 

Cath, The mot** my wrong, the moi«e Ins ipitc appcar|» 
What, did he n^any me to famiih me ? 
Beggars that eonie ujito my Other's door^ 
Upon intrealy^ have ft pre&nt jdms; 
If l!Ot, elfewhere ^lurjr m«et with cliarhy j 
But I, wbq never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed that I fhould intreat, 
Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy ft)r lack of flet^j ; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed ; 
And that which fpites me more than all thefe wants^ 
He does it uoder naoifl of perfcA love; 
As who would fay, if \ ftvo\iid (l^«^ or cat, y , ^ 

'Twere deacUy fickticfe, ox oVfe ^td^t^t ^^^« 
Ipr'jrtbce, go, wid gc^ ivvc iom^ ^^^-^ ' 
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I care not what, fo it be wholefome food. ' . 

Gru, What fay you to a neat's foot ? 
Cath, 'TIS paffing good:; I pr'ythee, let me have it. ^ 
Gru, I fear it is- too flegmatic a meat. . y ■ i 

How fay you to a fat tripe finely broilM^ 

Cath. I Uke it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell;*— £; fear iff is choleric:- » 

What fay you to a piece of beef and muilard ? . 

C^^ii A dift'that I do lowe to feed u^om , . * ./ 
Gru. . Ay^ but the muftard' is t^o vhot aUttfe. ! ' 
Caih Why then the beef, and tet.tjbr^ muft^r^jrefti! > r 
Gru. Nay,.then 1 will nsot ; ydu (haH have the oiuftard. 

Or elfe you. get no beef of Grumiov 

Xlath, Then-both, or one, or any tKtrlg thou wilt. 
Gru» Why then the muftard without tl^e beef. ^•:^ ., ^ 
Cath, Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding iffave, 

•^ [^Beats him. 

That feed% me with the yery na^ne of ,me^t j , -s . , 

Sorrow on thee, and ail thef p^]|^. of yop,| . , ; ; ; " . \ \ 

That triumph thus qpon nuy mifery 1 ; , 

€ro, get thee gone, I fay. • . . . ; \ 

SCENE Vir.. . J r^iv 



Enter Petrrichto andHbrtefi^i 'wkh m^^ -^ ''^ 

^it.. H^vyrf^re« ffty I^te?.iYhat,fweetJi>g,4^7?im6rt? 

iTor. Miftrefs, what cheer? , . . ' 

Cath. 'Faith, as cold as^canbe. » , ' ^^ . 

Pet. Black up thy fpirit;8f look cl^eerfully ppon mej 
Here, Love, th^u^ell howf diligent lam ) ' > , 
To drefs thy not^t myi«lf»! ^^id bring it tli^Cj: ,..,.' 
Vm fure, fweet Kat€^,this kip4?J^8»mcri^ than];^» ^j ,j ,/ 
What> nota word? n^y^'«q^ tho^. loy'^ it f?P^^ i ,- )! vM 
And all my pain^i i»,.£9rt|e4 to no proofs . - .( - . ;' ) 
Here, take away the 4ifti« * v ;.:;*.: 

C'^M. I pray you^-ktit ftand; ' : j . 

i?^/. Thejpo9r'?.ft fevyice is j^paid ^-/ththank^ / , ^ 
And fo fhall niine befpijeyq^ jtau^^lf^^n^^r*^*^ ; ' ; > >\ 
^ fiath. 1 thank.^fipUji'Sir, •[ ., , • .. ;. [ *i, // }:>ij: 5. >( 1 

Nor. %fli^r^P^t?ruph^,.fi^^yp^^ai;^ ,^. ^^ 

Come, Miltrefs K^t^j^n^):^v^^^xv^Q.^^^^ ^\- 
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/'^. Eat It up aR« Hoftcufib^ if thooloc'ft me; — . 

Much good do k uaco thy gtntic licaft ; 

KatCf eat apace. Aad now, my IxMiey-kK^Cy ' ' 

Will we Tcturn unto my tehei^i hcMific, 

And revcl^it as bravely as tKe reft. 

With filken coaUrand caps, and gtrfden tmg% 

With ruffs, and cniii^ and ^ading^ and f Hfn^ : 

With fcarfs, atfd hiik wid" do«ble cfaailge oi hrw'rjf 

With amber 'hrac^efs^ beads, aiid aH this kbav^^. • 

Wliat, Idit thiitt 6k»r'dr the uitvt Ib^g (% leffiire. 

To dtck cby body trkh ' bi| mtllng'tx^^iw^.. 

SCENE Vm. £«A!r r-ifer. 

Come, Tailor, lc{ ttift-c^ ^he(e ortiaments. 

, Emicr Haherdajbcr. 

Lay forth the ^fS^ffnV Whftf !ie<\'& with ymt; ^rr ' 
Hah, Here is tl«* ea^fyywirlWyr^p' <^ ^eQ>eti:l 
/*<•/. Why, this was ti^o^cd on a pe^t'niget, 
A velvet difh; fie, fie, 'lib lewd artdtilihy; ' ' • 
Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-ihcD, 
A knack, a toy, a tricAaf yl4hy*« cap. 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Cath. iyHaV0.»o Kggcf,^ (fai^ ^otl» fir^li^ V»e; 
And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe. 

iVr. ' Whieri ^ott ate 'gentle^' ^*(ha!l KAve diie^ too^* 
And not till then. ' \ *' ' 

/for. That \yill not beifi h*fte. ^ -- '- ' - 
Cath, Why,8ir, 1 frnlilmaf havefcaNie'tO'rj^^, 
And fpeak I wilf. ' 5 ani no cMM,no i>ab^^ - **^ ' . 
Your betters haw cVic&ir'tf rtn^ fay.'itif Aftt^^ 'i; - ^^ ' 
And, ifyoft-c^iUibt/b^y6n*fttipy6ui^^aiW-'-''^^ - • ' 
My tonguei^Ht^Iltfledrtgti-of'hiybcart,^^' ' ^ '* - 
Or clfe my heart, co^aling it^, -^i^\K^i'^'\ ' \ ' - ' 
And rjrther than it fhall, I will be free '' ' '^^ - / 

Even totheutmoft as Ipkkfc'irf'Wot^i^ ,4.. : . . 

Ptt. Why, thoij fay*ft tru^, it is i pa!tiy icafp, 
A cuftard-coffinV^a-'^iAiiW^, ii4»Ke^y^i - - ' '-[ • 
1 love thee well, in that thou lik'lf it rfdt.^^^ '^' ^ .' n < 

Cath. DhW^m^e,^d^l6^'meW^ IKl^tk^ttijxj '^^^ 
Ai^^ I will ha>x^'^' 6r 'i Wffl'h^e^iA)»€l^ ^^ ' - 
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Pei. t Thy gt>\ri>? wfifj', ay ; Comei Taildr^ let us fe^'t. 
) mercy; Hdd^'W, \v>t^ maflfing fluff is here? ^ • • - *' 

A/liat, up and down carv'd like an apple-tirl!? } • - 
rlere'dlbi^/aiidnip/afidVutV arid ililh, AM'lhfl^, "^J^ 
Like to a cenfer in a- bflrber's fliop: /. \ . ^ 

W%, what ^ cfcTa*8-ftd^; Tirilor, cali'ft thoii this? ^ 
iiW. 1 fee fl^V like to've neither cap nor gcrwn. 

TaL You bid me make it orderly and weH> *^ ; ;^ \^^ 
According to the faflvi^of tlii limel* ' -; ' -^ *^ 
/'^'^ Marry, and did: but if ybii* fee TemeitT'bet''<6^ *, ,' 
f did not bid you mar it to th^ tJttie;^ '' "[ . '^ 
JO, hop me over every kennel Ikyme," - - ' ' ' ' . 
?or you (hall hop without my cuitbii!, Sir: • '' ' ^' 
l'11 none of it ; hence, make ycHif heft of k, ' ^ " 

'€tf/A. I neverfaWa%mc#i.laflitott'igowiiv^\^ ; '"* 
fcftite qtwilfl* more plkttMg^ H^pii^k^ comnftteridaWe^ " '' 
6tlii£?e;y3u>iiiian(t6 to^kfe i^ppet df me. ^ ' ^' -• • 
Pet. Why, true, he means to make i^ Jlripjict^of ttiefi 
St*/. Bhe &/») yeu^ Wofihip meian^ to make t phjv^ , 

pet of her. ' ' ■ •' 

P^/. O mdftmdnftrous ai*rogance!' * * ' .. N'"i 

Thou lieft, thou thread, tlioti thiiWej ' ;^ '^ ' 
Tfaott yard^- th**€C-qHart<t^, hi^-yarti,- i^iiarttt'j^ri^,- ^^ 
Thou fleaj'thow nk, thou Avi^teif-^ji'fckct Ih'ojrl > ;'^ *''/^ 
Brav*dm^lafeiie;feN*'i»houfe'wkhjfelk^}rt 6ftRi^Sdf^ • 'J' 
Away, thou rag, thou qiiantPtf , %h6U rewMvaht ; ^ • / 
Gv 1 ibai fo be,rtietc thee Witbf thf yaVd; •' ^ •/ ' :^'''^^ 
As thou (halt think on prating -w^fllfttbduflt'l!.'^ '' I 
1 tell thee, I, that? thou haft frtArr'd {ter ^iwn. • ' ' ' '^ 
^ai* YGVtv Worftilf i« dec<;iV'd, th^ go#tt is hiade' ' 
Jufta8mytnalht*hitd direaiotf. '^ ^ ^^^ ' ' ^ • - ■ ; ; 
Grumio gave order how it fliould be done] -- '^^ ^^* ' ' 
. Gri^''t:gi<^€himhG order, [giavcJiWlfW^toW •* *^ 
ipdij But how did you defire it (hould be made? 
Gru. Ma«»y,SH Wkh 'tt<?cd!e^ft*th#e^. -[ ''■ '-' ^'' 
7W; ^B«t4idyou no* i^e^ueft Iq have it cut ? ' ^ 

Gru. Thou hall fafc'df many things. . . . -^ ' 

i'-tS 1-Jl^yer - ' 'i^ -—'>,•,. v. ,, 1^ i , -^ .;.-•. 
. OrHi«iFace iw^ me: '^hott'^ialft brlr^M'|*riify:'nk 
brave not mej I wll n^kk^r bfe-'fei^^^'^ 1feV^d:'^i 
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fa/j uato thee, I bid ^hy mailer cat out the gown, but I i 
did not bid him cut it: to pieces. Ergo thou lieil. , / 
Tai. tWhy, hcr^ja the pot^ p£;Uie fa(hi0ii<to tcftify. '^ 
Pet. Read it...; j •■ . : T' :'. -■ . ' •. ''-^ \ 

Gru. The, nqt4 hes^iif'? fhroat, iThc fay I .faid fo« - j 
Tai. Imprimis^ a loofe-bodied gown. 
Gm. *• Rafter, if ever I tfajd loofe-bodied gown^ fow I 
•* me up iij the fkirts of it, apd b^at me to de*th with a; 
^ ^bottom of brown thread." I faid a. gown. 
Pet. Proceed. .*,•;•. 
Tai. With a fmall cotn|i|a#*d;C?|<e» . . . ,*. 
Gm, I confcfs the cape; t. - •, ^ ■ ^' ' 

Tat. With a trunk-fleeye^.; : .,i : : ' ' 

Gru, r confefs two, (leeves* , , . 
Tai. The fleexee curipuily cut^ . 
P^/. Ay, there's the vilJaDy^fi . . 5 

GrM. Error ;;tb'l?iljt 5ir>^qTor i^th^billi* I (W-^ 
mandedjtlf ,i|lefiv<<;V^i¥w4d t^ C*it, i6utj a^^ fqwMlnp ag»i0i 
and that Til proyeiUpoa tl^e^ ihpi^V ikj, ^tde^fioger te 
arCn^din a t|iimbJe» :• .. ^ \ , t [ ^.tl h ^ 

jfrfi. fl^i^' i& ijue ttast I (a^;';aB I had ^ce in. pfecc 
where, thou fhould'H know it. ... >/> j,v 

Gru. I am for thee ftraight:^ take thoU the Bill, give' 
me thy mete-yard, a^dvfp^re jHot n^ -./ . , j 1 i . T 
Hor. rGodea-^i^^rf yj Qr]u^P> A^b.Jh; /hafl faai^^eiD^ oddst 
Pi"/. Well^ 3if, injlKkf thegQiKfris^nptifoi^ n^c. ' / "' 
Gr«. Yoa^re|i\t}i,'.JnghW?Sir, '^i§ forin^,^ 
Pet. Go,t^^,itx^p uutp thy iijalt«r'^ u£e.f „,»,{. ^ ^ ,y 
Gr«. Villain, not lor (^hy,ilife;;take up my Wftiftriifs** 
gown for thy#n>aller>ufe! , i..^>. . ,; jM:<:t j.-.f? / 

Pet. Why, Sir, whst^^y^Ok^r C©iiceit,'ii>,^kat?, ., i I 
Grif. ph, ;^i^, theiRonc^tisd^p^rtihaiiryo^iliifA 
Take up my miftref8«gowi^(Uip^p!his..]^aait^Stufe^ , . i { 
Oh, fie, iie, fie!.. ,..j ^,; j. , .:■ \;.\ i,r, ).'.•>: vini , i' 
P^^ Hqrtei^o^ {ii(yy.,tbou wift fee jth^ ta^.jfaid* ) 

Go, take it hesi^e \ , b^ gpnev aop fay no i>\q«)(i» M . \ • ^ 
Hor. Tailor,^ PJl pay thee for ihy g^wq i^-fl^&rravt'V 

Take no unkindnefs- of hi? hajliy ^jrords : ; ; r i ' v x> 

Away, I fay; commend me to thy mafter.^ [,£jc4f T^or, 
Pet. Well, (nqJS^f n^y Pa^e» wcs will uoto ya^ fukl^t's^ 

fveaJutJbjeftbooeftffxc^o lj#fei^^ I -ill jcii -/'Hid 

Our 



J, 9- T»| Itjl^mm W TAB SHRRW. 345 

Our purfes fhall be proud* our gztments poori 
Tor 'tis the miii4 that makes tjie body rich ; 
And as th^ fun hr<'4k« through, the darkeft clouds,^ 
So honour peer^th Jn the mjp^iu:ft h^bit. 
A^hat, is the jay more precious than the laik, 
£ecaufe his feathers ^re ViioxK h^u^iful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Bccwife his painted Hiin contents the eye? 
Oh, no, good Kate; n eft her art thou the woife 
I'or this poor furniture and mean array ; 
If thou account^ft it fhanac j Jay it on- me ; 
-And therefore frohc; we will hence forfhwhh, 
*To feaft and fport us at thy father's houfs. 
Go call my men, and let us ftt*aight to him, 
-And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end, 
*rhere wiU we mmmt^ and thither walk on foot. 
Xct's feej I -think, *ti« B^w fome fe\'en o'clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

CatL I dare afTure you. Sir, 'tis almofl two ; 
And 'twill be fuppcMime ere you come there. 

Pet. It ihsll be kYe%i €re I gi> to bfurfe* 
Look, what i fpeak, or do, or think to do, v 
You are ilill croffing it; Sirs, kt'salone^ 
I will not go to-day;, mid ere I do, 
Jt (hall be whtt o'ckck 1 fay it, is. 

/for. Why, fo i thk gaUasit wi^ coram«d the&n- 

lExnmt Pet. £atk ami Hkt. 

[The prefenters, above, fpciJc here.] 
Lord. Whoi's 'w'uhin there? {^SlyJIeept. 

Enter feruanU, 
^Jleep again! go take him eajtly npy and put him in his own 
apparel again. Bntfee you wake him not in any tafei 

Serv. ItJbaU he done^ my Lord; come help to hedr him 
hence. iThey bearWSIy. 

SCENE IX. Before Baptijlds houfe. 
Enter Tranio^ and the Pedant drr/s*d lihe Fincenfio^ 
Tra. Sin this is the houfe; pleafe it you, that 1 calV? 
Ped. Ay, what dfe!, a«d (but I be d<;ceivd,) ^ ^ ,. 
SiguiQT Baptifta may remember ^fi ^ • t ' 



346 THE TAMING OF THE StHlBW. A^RTrj 

Near twenty years ago in Genoa» . ^ ' 

Where we v*ere lodgers, at the Pegafus. 

Trj^ *Ti8 well, and hold your own in any cafe 
With fuch aufterity as '*long<?th to a father. 

Enter BUmdellb^ 

Fed. r warrant you: kut» Sir, here eomes yourbof^ 
Twere good- he were fchooi'd, 

Tra. Fear you not him ^ firrah,Bionddlo, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advife you : i. 

Imagine *t.w<re the right Vincentio. 

Blon, Tut, fear not me* 

Tra. But liaft thou done thy errand to Baptifla I \ 

J) ion, I told him, that your father was in Venice; 
And that you lookM for him this day in Padua. 

Tra. Th* art a tall fellow^ hold thee that to drink? [ 
Here comes Baptifta; fet your coui^tenanGe, Sit. ^ 

SCENE X. £nUr Baptijk and Lucentio.; } 

Tra. Signfior Baptiftat you-are hiq^ptly iiiet.' ' ^ 
Sir, this is the gentleman i told you of; • 
I pray you fland^ good father, tome now» 
Give me Bianca for nay patrimony. * 

Fed Soft, fon. Sir, by your kave, having come to Padui. 
To gather in fome debts, my fbn L>ucentio 
Made me acquainted -with a. weighty caufe 
Of love between your daughter and himfelf: 
And for the good report I hear of you, 
And for die love he beareth to your daughter; 
And fhe to him ; to ffcay him not too lonig, 
1 a^l content in a good father's care 
To have him^match'd^ and if ypu gkafetb likes 
No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome agreement, > 
Me fl^ll you find moft ready and moft willing 
Wit^lfcne confent to have her fo bellowed : • 
For curious I cannot be withyou, 
Signior Baptilla^of w<hom.I hear fo well. 

Baf. Sir, pardon me in what 1 have to fay: 
Your'ptainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me well.' - \ 
Right true it is, your fon Lucent io here - > 
Doth love my daughter, and (he lovcth liim, . . . i 

C 
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Or both difTemble deeply their afFedions ; 
And therefore, if you fay, ho more than this. 
That like a father you will deal with Jiiio, 
Aid pa£3 my daughter a fufficient dowry, 
jthc match is made, and all is done, 
Vour fon fhall have my daughter with confent. 

Tra, I thank you. Sir.. Where then do you know bed, 
fie we affied ; and fuch affurance ta'en^ 
As fhall with either part's agreement ftand? 

i^. Not in my houfe,* Lucent io;. for, you know, 
E^itehers have ears, and 1 have many fervants; 
Befides, old Gremio is hearkening fliU ; 
And, haply, then we might be interrupted. 

Tra, Then at my lodging, an it like you. Sir, 
rhere doth my father lie ; and there this night 
We'll pafs the bufinefs privately and well: 
bend for your daughter by your fervant here, 
My boy (haill fetch the fgrivener preffsntly. 
Bhe woril is this, that at fo (lender W:arning 
E'ou're h'ke to hare a thin and ilender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well. Gop Cambio, hie you home, 
Sind bid Bianca make her ready ftraight ; 
^d if you will, tell what hath happen'ii|^fe: 
Lucentio's father is arrived in Padua» , 

5jid how (he's like to be LucenUo's wife. 
Luc. I pray the gods ihe may, with all my heart i 

Tra. Dally not wkh the gods, but get thee gone. . 
Ugnior Baptifta, fhall 1 lead the way? 
Velcome I oue mefs is like to be your cheer. 
!ome. Sir, we will better it in Pifa. 
Bap. I'll follow you. [JExeunt. 

■ •' ■ i 
SCENE XI. Enter Luccntio and Bt6nMo. 

JBion, Cambio. . . ^ 

Luc. What fay'ft thou, BiondeUo? 
Biott. You faw my mafter wink and laugh upon you. 
Luc. Biondello, what of that ? 

B'ton. 'Faith, nothing.; but h'as left me here behind to 
Kpound the meanijig or moral of his figns iiud tokens. j 

Luc, I pray, thee, moralize them, ^ 
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^;<)n. Then tbU6« Kttl>tyftii id £^e^ Udkm^ tTftll tlW 

xicceiving fatker df a (}cG«kful (m^ 

Luc. And wbatefWfti^ 

2?/c>n. His dangbtfi^ ifr t^' b^ brought by ydii cdtl^ 
flipper. 

/.«f. Ami then? 

Biofi. The old ptkA at Stt Luke^s cbuit:!^ k a% your 
command at all ho«i^. 

/:ttr. And what of all th«? 

BkM. I caiHiot tiill, exeept they afe bafied aboBt a 
counterfeit aCiirance; take y^AJ alfilraTfCe of he^ eif^ 
prlvlIe\rto ad hnprirkenduUf Jo^uftt ; to th* ^Kurt:Ji take th« 
pried, clerk, and fotfte fuikJeM h«ntft ^kAoffes: if tWs 
be not that y»u look for, I )feve nO ti\fAt to fay,- but 
bid Bianca farewell for ever a^ a Atty^ 

Luc. Hear'fl thott, Biotldett*? . 

Bion. I caftiiot lafryj I kitew a' we»eb maffidd rivarf 
afternoon as ''(he went to the gal'dert for parley to ftuif 
a rabbet; and Yo W^y you, 8i]?; amd fo, adieu^ Sir, 
my nvailcr hath ap()Oirited hi^ fo go to St* ]i.6ke^», to W 
the f rieil be ready to co^ie againtt you coM« v^ith your 
appendix. 1 [HxA 

Zwr. I ihay^^d will, if (He be focoilteiited:^ 
She will be pleas'd, tbert wAei'^for^ ihouli T doubt? 
Hap what hap may, 111 toandly go about her: 
It fliali go ha5;d if Cambio go wkhoaC hxh ^Ea'it* 

SCENE Xf I. A^iea l^. 

Enter Petruchioi C^iihiifhuty antl Horien/to^ 

Pet. Come on, o'* God's name, once more tow 'rd« our 
father's. 
Good I^rdy how'bfigbt; and'^9pdly fliipes tbcmoQ^l 
Cath. The moon ! the fun : it is not moon-light now# 
Pet, I fay, it is the moon that (hines fo bVfghlf. 
Cath. 1 know it is- tie fun that ftiines fo blight. 
Pet. Now by my mothei*'^ fort, ahd that's myfeli^ 
It fhall be moon, or liar. Or what I lift, 
Or ere J' journey tc? my fa^Wi^'e: houfe : 
Go oiii Jitid fetch o\it \ic)Tk«. biicV:: ^v3:;i^ti» . 

Evermore croil atid crcAVy li^xW^ >By>3X ctviV. 
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Hor. Say as he fays, or we rfhall never go. 

Cath. Forward I pray, fince we arc come fo far. 
And be it moon, cm: fun, or what you pleafe : 
And if you plcafe to call h a rufli-candle. 
Henceforth I vow it fhall be fo for me. 

Pet. I fay it is the moon. 

CatL 1 know it is the moon. 

Pet, N;iy, then you lie; it is the Mefled fim. 

€atL Then, God be Ucfs*d, it is the bkffedfiiii. 
3But fun it is not, when you fay it is not ; ' 
^nd the moon changes, even as your mind. 
"What will you have 4t nam'd, even that it is, 
-Audio it &all be fo £or Catharine. 

I/or. Petruchio, go thy way, the field is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl (hould run ; 
^nd not uuluckily again ft the bias. 
£ut fofC) fome coimpaay is coming here. 

SCENE XIII, Enter Flncentlo. 

Good-morrow, gentle Miftrefs, where away? 

*Tp Vtncenlio. 
. 

I^aft thou beheld a frefher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks! 
\Vhat ftars do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty, 
-A.S thofe two eyes become that hcav'nly face^ 
I^air lovely maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate, embrace ber for her beauty's lake. 

Hot, He will make the man mad, to make a woman 
of him. 

* Cath. Young budding yvc^^ fair, and frcfh, and 
\ fweet, 

- Vol. II. G g Wbither 

• In the jirft Jketch of this play ^ printed in 160 7, tvejindtwo 
^eeebes in this place tuortb preferving, and firming to he of the hand 
^ Sbakefpeare, tho* the reft of that piay is far inferior. Mr. Pope. 

Fair lovely mjiiden, youn^ and affable. 
More clear of hue, and hr more beautilvl 
Than precious fardoB 7 X, or^ puiple rocks 
Ofamethyfts, or gliftering hyacinth ■ 

Sweet Catharine, this lovely woman . ■ > 
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Whither away, or where is thy abode ? 
Happ|r the parents of (o fair a child ; 
Happier the man whom fayourable ftars 
Allot thee for bis lovely bcdfdlow! 

Pet. Why, how now, Kate, 1 hope thou art not mad! 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered. 
And not a madman, as thou fay'ft he is. 

CatL Pardon, M father, my miftaken eyes ; 
That4iave.been fo bedazzled with the fiii. 
That every thing I look on feemeth green. 
Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father; 
Pardon, I pray tliee, for my mad miftaking. 

Ptf. Do, eood old grandfire, and withal make koowu 
Which way thou travcH^j if along vwth us, 
IVe (hall be joyful of thy company. 

fin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miftrefs, 
That with your ftrange encounter mi^ch amaz'd me; 
My name is call'd Vincentio^ my dwelling Pifa; 
And bound I am to Padus^ there to vifrt 
A fon of mine, which long I have not fecB. 

Pet. What is his name? 

Vin. Lucenjky gentle Sir. 

Pet. HappSy met, the happier for thy fonj 
jAnd now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may intide -thee my loving father: 
The filter of my wife, this gentlewoman. 
Thy fon by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor.be not griev'd, fhe is of good efteem. 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem 
The fpoufe of any noble gentleman. 
I*ct me embrace v^ath old Vincentio, 
And wander we to fee thy honeft fon» 
'Jiyho win of thy arrival be fuH joyous. 

Tip. 

Cah, Fair lovely La<iy» bright and ehryftalline, 
Beauteous and fiately ag the eye-trainM bird; 
Ai glorious ai the morning wa{h*d with dew. 
Within whofe eyes (he takes her dawning beams. 
And golden fummer fleeps upon thy cheeks. 
Wrap up thy radiations in fqpie ck)ud. 
Left that thy beauty make this (lately town 
.Uohabifable as the bwmixvf^; zQtie> 
Wld> fweet refleakoni oi Ox| \oivt\^ W&« 
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Fm. But 18 this true, or is it elfe your pkafure. 
Like pleafant travellers, to break a jefl 
Upon the company you overtake? 

Nor. I do afiiire thee, father, ib it fs. 

Pet. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof: 
For our firft xnerrhnent h^h made thee jealous. 

lExeuMt Pet. CatLand Pm. 

Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hacth put mc in heart. 
Have to ray widow ; and if fhe be froward, 
Then haft thou taugh^ Horteniio to be untoward. 

ACT V. SCENE L 

Before Lu€tntio*i hou/0% 

Enter BiondeBo, LncenttOf and Bian^a, Grenuo^ ,^(dfh^ on 
qnf/de^ ] .,.>,: 

Bion. &OFTLY and fwiftTy, Sir, for.th^ pricft is 
ready. 

Jsuc, I fly, BiondeHo ; but they may chance to need 
thee at home, therefore leave us* 

. Biom, Nayy 'fiaith> I'll fee the church 0-* your backy 
and then Qomt back te my mafter as^ fo6a as 1 can. 

Cre. t marvelXambio comes not all this while. 

JSnfer- Petruchio^ Catharina^ Vtn^centloy and Gritmio^ with 
attendants^ 

Pet. Sir, here*8 the door, thfs is Lucentio's houfe^- 
My fether*8 bears more Covrards the market-place;. ^ 
Thither muft I, and here I leave you„ Sir. 

yin.. You. fhall not chufe. but dnnk before yxiu ,go f 
I, think I fhall command your welcome here 5 
And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. [^Knocii* 

Gre. They're bufy within, you were beft knock louder. 
\^Pedant looks out of the window* 

Ped. What's he that knocks as he woujd b«at down 
the gate ? 

Vln^ Is Signior Lucentio within. Sir? 

G g a Vtl^ 
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PeJ. Hc*8 within, Sm-, but not to be %okett ^ithsd. 

Fin, What if a -man bring him a hundred pottod or 
two, to make merry withal ? 

PeJ. Keep your hundred pounds to yourfeff, be flafl 
need noKe a§ long a) 1 hVe. ^ 

Pet. Nay, 1 told you, your fon was beloved in Padua. 
l>o you hear. Sir ? to leave frivolous circumflances, 1 pray 
you, tdl Signior Lucentio that his father is cOtne hem 
Pifa, and is here at the dobr to fpeak with him.' 

PeJ, Thou lieftj hH feth^r is ccwweto fttfoa, and 
"here looking out of the window. 

Fin. Art thou^hls father? 

Ped, Ay, Sir; fo his iwothet fays, if I may believt 
her. 

Pet. Why, hovr nbw, geiitlemailf why, this is flat 
knavery, to take upon you another man's name. 

' Fiid, Lay hands wi the VfHkin. I 4ekV«Te heinearts 
to cozen fome body in this ck}* Under my countenance. 



»-- 



' • '^C!EN£ H. Enter Aondejto.. 

Eton. I have feen them in the ckfii^ tnge^ev^ God 
(£1)4 Vh» 'f^od , ftupi^tng ! j^t . ^'hp is hecc ! mise «)ld 
mafler YhiccbIio^ iiow vl^ «re widosiey fr^d bsooflit iot 

Fin, Q«^fla€ hkhejiii cigcfchcfl!^ . i\]Seeiffgi Siom&So. 

Bion. I hope I-maychufe, Sir. 

Vinf Come hither, y<Hi f^gue^ Whitl have you ftrf- 
got me? 

Bion. Forgot you? no. Sir: I could not forget you, 
for I ^iver faw you before in all rty Iffb. ^- '■ ■ - ' 

Fin. What, yoU notorious vilkrA! didft tliiJu' Ac<^ (iie 
thy mailer's father Vincerftio? • • 

Bi&H. What^ my old worAirpfttl' oM rtfttftjbi' ? yes-, mar- 
ry, Sir, fee whei*e he looks oiit of the wrhddW. 

Fin. is't fo indeed? ^ife bettts J^i6H^lh. 

Bion. Help, help, h^lp, her^^s a madhiaJn wilt muVder 
fttt. ^ . ■ ' ^ ^ • 

Pvd. Hel{h,fo*i: hdp, Signior Baptifiaf.^ 
Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let's ftand alide, and fee tfce dA 
€»f this controverfy;- \Thefreiife' 

^' . - Enter 
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£«^ PeJoai with ferpanUf Baptlfia^ and Tranh^ l 

Tra, Sir, what are you,, that dfer to beat my fervant? 

Fhu What am 1, Sir! Nav, what are you> Sir?. Oh, 
immortal gods ! oh, fine villam ! a filken doublet, a Tel- 
vet Hofe, ja. fccirkt cloak and U copatain bat: oh» I am- 
undone! I am undone! while I juay th^ good. buA>aDd 
9%, liome, my fon and my fervants fpend all at the univer- 
fity. 

TVfl. How now, what *s the matter? 

3dp. What, is this man lunatic ? 

7V«. Sir, you feem a fober ancient gentleman by your 
Iiabit^ but your. words fhew you a riiadman. Why, Sir^ 
iTirhat concerns it ybu, i£ I wear pt^ and goM? I thank 
my good father, I am able to maintain it. 

P^in, Thy father ! oh villain, he is a failnrtaker in Ber- 
gamo. 

Bap. Yon miftake, Sfr, you miftiftkei Sirj pray, ^at 
flo you think is his name? ' 

J^in* His name ? as if I knew not his name : I have 
brought him up ever finc^ he was three years cdd, an4l. 
liis name is Tranio. 

Ped, Away, away, mad afs ! his name is Luetntio s 
and hefs mine only fon, and heir to the lands of me Sig- 
liior Vincentio. 

T^tn. Lucentio! oh, he hath murdered his mailer; 
lay hold of him, I charge you fii the Duke's name ; oh, 
my fon, my fon, tell me, thou villain, where is my fon Lu- 
centio? 

^ra. Call forth an officer; carry this mad knave to 
the jail; Father Baptifta> I charge you, fee that he be 
forthcoming. 
. V'tn. Carf y me to jail ! 

Gre. Stay, officer, he (hall not go to prifon. "* 

B£^> Talk not, Signior Gremio : I fay, he fliall go to 
prifon. 

Gre, Take heed, Signior Baptiifta, left you be coney- 
cat ch'd in this bufiiiefs; I dare fwear this is the right 
Vincentio. 

Fed, "Swear, if thou dar'ft. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it. 

Tra. Then tliou wert beil fay that I am not Lwcentio > 
G g 3 Grt. 
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Gn* Yes, I know thee to be Signior LiUeentio. 
B^ Away fnth the dotaid, to the jad with kkn. 

ErOer Lmcemih Mid Bitmca. 
• Fm. Thus ftrangers may be hal'd mid abos'd; o1i» 
mooftrotts viUain ! 

Biom» Ohy we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is; deay hiiii> 
forfwear hiin> or elfe we are sdl undone. 

[^E^tmi BmuUHo^ Tram0f ^md Pedant 

SCENE IIL 

Luc, Pardon, fweet father. l^KuetSng* 

yin. Lives my fweet fon? 

B'tan* Pardon, dear Either. 

Baf, How haft thou offended? where is Lucentio? 

Luc. Kerens Lucentioi right Ion to the r^ht Vlor 
centio, 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mme : 
While counterfeit fuppolers bleer'd thine eyne. 

Gre. Here's packing with ^ witnefi) to deceive us alL 

Vtn. Where is that damnM villaia Tranio, 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter fo? 

Bap, Why, teD me, is not this my Gambia? 

Biau. Cambio \& changed into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca's love 
Made me exchange my ftate with Trania, 
While he did bear my countenance in. the town: 
And happily I have arrivM at laft 
Unto the wifhed haven of my blifs i 
What Tranio did, myfelf inforcM him to ;: 
Then pardon him, fweet father, for my fake. 

Fin. I'll flit the villain's nofe that would have lent mt 
to the jail. 

Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you married my 
"daughter without afking my good-vijill. 

Vm. Fear not, Baptifta, we wiU content you, go to; 
but I will in, to be reveng'd on this viUain. • [Exit* 

Bap. And I, to found the depth of this knavery, 

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father viriU not 
frown. [^jcfitfrf. 

Gre. My cake is dough; but I'll in among the refe 
Out of hope of all but my fliarc of the feaft. [-W. 

PelrucBu^ 
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J^Fefrncb'tQ and Catharlna^ advancing*. 
CafL Hu&and, kt^s £d11ow to (%e tbe end of tliis ado*^ 
Pet, Firft kilk me, Kate^ and we wiil^ 
Catk What^ ia the midft of the ftreet^ 
P^. What, art thou afham'd of me i 
. Catb. No^ §ir, God forbid! but afham'i^ to kila» 
Pet. Why, then let's, home again l come, iirrah, let^s- 

away. 
Cath, Nay, I wiH give tkee a kifsf now^ pray thee> 

love, ftay. 
Pet. Is not this well ? comej my fweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for nevei too late, [IE^cwmi/; 

SCENE IV. Changes ttr LucenHo*s apartments *• 

Enter Baptijlay Petruchky J^rtenfioy^ Lucent Wy and tie reflm. 

Bap, Now, in good fadnefs, fon Petruchio,. 
I think thou hail the verieil flusew of alL 

Pet^ 

• '-'-'-apartments', 

Eater Baptifta, Fincentky Gremib, Fedhnt, Lucenth, Bianca, trth- 
nhf BiondellOy Fetruchio, Catharina, Grumo^ Hortcnfto, and. 
vfidoTU, Trani$*5fervant4 hinging in a banquet* 

Luc, At laft, tho* long, our jarring notes agree: 
And time it i», when raging war is done^ 
To froile at Yea pes and perils overblown. 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome. 
While I with feif-famc kindnefs welcome thine^ 
Brother Petruchio, lifter Catharine, 
And thoo, Hortenlio, with thy iovisg widowv 
Feaft with the bed, and welcome to my houfes 
My banquet is to dofe our (lomacbs up 
After our great good cheer i pray you, lit down ; 
For now we dt to chat, as Well as eat. 

Fet, N6thing but (It and Bt, and eat and eat f 

Bap, Padua affords this kindnefs, (on Fetruchiok 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Hot* For both our (akes I would that word were true. 

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortenfio fears his widow. 

If^id, Then never trull me, if 1 be afeard. 

J'et. You are very fenfible, and yet you niKs my fenfe. 
I mean, Hortenfio is afeard of you. 

iTid, He that is giddy, thixrisf the world turns round. 

Pit. Roundly replied* 
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Pet. WtU, 1 fey, no; awf tbertfore for affurancc, 
Lct*« eaeh t>ne fend iihto his wiffe, and he ' 

Whofe wife is moft bbedient to come firft, 
When he doth fend for her, (hall win the w-^gttr^ 

Cath, Midrefs, Kow mean you thatf 

ITW. Titiii I conceive by btm. 

/*r/. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenfio thatr 
^Jidr. Ivtywiciowfayt^ tkQiwfliecdnccive&hertkle. 

Pet. Very well mended ; kiis him for that> ffKx): widow. 

Caib, He that is giddy, thiidES the. wo^ld turnaroun d 
1 pray yojo, tell me what yaa meant By that. 

' l^it. Tour hufband, bfcing tronbled with a ihrew» 
Meafures my hulband's forrow by his woe. 
And now yon know my meaning. 

Cath, A very mean meaning. 

fVid. Right, I mean you. 

Catb. Ami I aih ntesn; indeed, rd'p«^lh}g youi 

Pet. To her, Kate. 

Hor. To her, widow. 

Pet, A hundred maikft, my Kftte^bM put her dow&v 

ffUr- That's my office. 

Pet. Spoke like an officer; ha' to thee, lad. [Drkks to HmienpSi 

Bap. How I'kes Gremio thefe quick-witted folks? 

oh. Believe mc,. bir, they butt beads together welL 

Bian. Head and butt ? an hafiy^witted body 
Would fay, your h«ad aod buit were head. and h6rn. 

Vin Ay, MiArefs Bride, hath that awakcn*d you? 

Bian Ay, but not frighted me, therefore TU ilccp again* 

Pet. Nay, that thou fhalb not, ilnce you have begun : 
Have at you for a better jeft or two. 

Bian. Am 1 yonr bird ? I mean to fiilft my bufli : 
And then purfue me, as yon draw your bow. 
You are welcome all. 

[Sxetint Biatica, Catharine^ and PTiJoW' 

Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior Tranio, 
This bird you aim'd at, tho*^ you hit it not ; 
Iherefore a health to all that fhut and mifs'd. 

Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio flipped me like his grey* hound, 
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mafter. 

Pet, A good fwift fmilc, but foraethiiTg curriih. 

Tra. *Ti8 wellf Sir, that you hunted for yourfclf; 
*Tis thought your dear does hold you at a bay. 

Bnp. Oh, oh, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

ZiK. I thank thet for that gird, good Trania 

Jlor. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you there J 

Pet. He has a little gall'd me, i confefs; 
And as the jeft did glance away from me, 
"Jis ten to one it roaim*^, you two outright 
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Hor. Content,— — what waget? • 

Luc. Twenty crowns. 

FtiC TWnty c?own3 J ' 
rn^yentuit fo mueii ou itiy Mwk or houfidt 
But tv^^eniy tihieJs fo ntacb upon ntfy wife. 

Luc* A fafwidred distu 

Hor. Content. 

P/?/w A nUBtdb;^ 'tis done. 

^or. Who. fliaft begin? . 

Iau. That w?iil 1. 
Go, BKnidstte^'bid yottf «iiftreis «>inc \x> me; 

Blon. I got lEMt. 

Bta^ 4^ t'n W y6tir haif, BiaiK^ comes. 

Luc. I'll have no halites: I'll bear k all myfelf. 

Rs^ater B'umdeUo* ^ 

How now, what nei/i^si 

Bion. Sir, my miftn&i fends yoQ weed 
That (he is bufy, and catriflnt e<mM. 

/'^f/. How ? diQ^ Iflbfy, and catmot tfotne, k that aii aa» 
fwek'f 

Gr^. Ay, and a kind one' too; 
Pray God, Sir, your wife fdnd yott liot a wotfe. 

P^. I hope better. 

Hor. SitV&h, iidtiildlo, gt>, ^hd intreat Thy wife to 
come'tisdelMlAvii^k \;^utt Bkndeib^ 

Pet. Oh» oh! ifkOri^ h^i; nafy tbm' ^ needs «iaft 
cDffiie. 

^(7r. I am a£^) &&, dd yo«[ i^gt yoa ciuv 

. ...-'^ ■'•, -. .... ......... 



^ , . Mnler Btoudello. . . 

Yours will not be intrejttedv NoWj v«^^c*8'afiy wife? ^ 

BtM. SKe fiys^y^ have foitie ^^odly Jeftrinihand;- 
She will nbf^iiiit'ftie bids ycru ^»e toher.^/ • 

Pet Worfe and^wfei^lhe wiil^ildt come I ' - 
Oh vile, intoiewibl^yiaot to>fee ^ffdor'd. , 

^irrah^drliffli^, gt> to y^uf- Bliih'^s^ 
||gy^I*)dOthmtod her te^c>me to tne. ' {^Ex'U Gnu 

Hor. I know heranfwer. 

Pr/. WhwrJii ^-^ ^1'^ ^ "■ - " • - 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and thete'S' a6 end. 
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SCENE V. 9nter Catbarimu 

Bap. Now, by my hoKdame, here comes Catharaoe! 

Cath. What w your wfll, Sir, that you fend for me T 

Pet, Where is your Mer, and Hortenfio's wife? 

Catb, They fit conferring l^y the parlour-fire. 

Pet. Go fetch them hither; if they deny to come^ 
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their hufbands y 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither flra^ht. 

l^Exk Catharka. 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
. Hor, And fo it ia: 1 Wonder what it bodes. , 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet li£e;) 
And awful rule, and right fupremacy: , . . > 
And, to be Ihort, what not that's fwect and h^py» 

Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio ! ^ 
The wag^ thou haft won ; and I will add 
Unto their lofTes.' twenty thoufand crowns, ; . 
Another dowry to another d^^ughter;: 
For fhe is changed as ihe had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my ^^'ager better yet^ 
And (how more fign of her obedience^ 
Her new-built virtue and obedience.. 

Enter Catharfnaf Btanca^ andWidotff. 

See, where (he comes, and brings your froward wive» 
As prifoners to her wqraawly pe^'fjiajRoa, 
Catharine, that cap of yours becomes you not ;.. 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

\_$he pulls off her capy and thronvi it dovm 

Wld. Lord, let me never have a caufe to iigh^ 
Till I jbr brought to fych a filly pafs. !. m 

j^ian> . Fie, whatl a foolilh duty call you this? 

Luc. I \widd youf duty were .as foolifh too I 1 
The wiijdom 0f yo^r duty,. fa4r Bianca^ i ^ 

Coft mc an hundred crowns fijjicesfapper-tiaaei. 

Blan^ The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
. Pet.. Catharine, I cliarge thee, tell thefe headft|Oi( 

women. 
What dtity they owe to their lords and hufbands* . .*v . 

MTtd. Come, come, you're moekingf we will havl^ 
telling.. .-ri 

~1 
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PeL Come on, I fay, andCrft begin with her. 

md. Sh^^allnot. 

Pet. I fay, (he fliall ; and firft begin with her. 

Cath. Fie ! fie< unknit that threat 'ning unkind brow, 
And dart not fcomful glances from thofe eyes. 
To wound thy lord; thy king, thy governor. 
-** It blots thy beauty, as firojls bite the meads ; 
•* Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds (hake fair buds ; 
** And in no fenfe is meet or amiable. 
•* A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
** Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
•* And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty 
- ** Win daign to fip, or touch one fip of it. 
•* Thy hufband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
^ Thy head, thy fovercign ; one that cares for thee, 
** And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
.** To painful labour, both by fea and land ; 
' ** To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold, 
<* While thou ly'ft warm at home, fecure andTafe ; 
<* And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
** But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; 
^* Too httle payment for fo great a debt. 
** Sudi duty as thefubjcA owes the prince, 
-** Eyen fuch a woman oweth to her hu(band : 
•* And when (he's froward, peevifh, fuUen, four, 
•* And not obedient to his honeft will ; 
*' What is (he but a foul contending rebel, 
** And gracelefs traitor to her loving lord? 
** I am afham'd, that women are fo (imple 
** To offer war where they (hould kneel for peace ; 
•* Or feck for rule, fupremacy, and fway, 
** When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey. 
<* Why are our bodies foft, and weak and fmooth* 
*« Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
** But that our foft conditions and our hearts 
** Should wellag^ee with our external parts?" 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms, 
'My mind hath been as big as one of yours. 
My heart as great, my reafon haply more. 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown ; 
ftut now I fee, our launces are but ftraws, 
'JPur ftrength is weak, our weaknefs paft compare ; 
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That feemu^^o be, moft, ^kh we iivike4 1^ ju-e *. 

JEir/^ ^^0 firt^if hearing Sly in kU own ^fpqrcl^ ^fl^ 
leavitg him oa tbefi^^, Then enter q, T^jjier* 

Sfy awaking.'] Smt givers fime more wif9€n, \ W hati 
^l the players gone f am not i a I^9r4P 

Tap. A Lordf wkb a mMrrmnl cime^ ari tiou drmA 

flUlr 

^ Sly. Who*w this? Tapfler! oh, I have ha4 ^ Mr^i 
dream that ever thou he^dfi in aU thy lifi. 

Tap. Tea, marry ^ hut thou ha^fi hefi gft ^hfi^ hpmi^^ 
your wife will cuefe you for Jreatnitfg here all nighL 

Sly. Will Jhef I know how to tarae a (hrew. 
dream* d upon it all this nfght^ and thou ha/i wf^*d nu. 
of the hefi dream th4ft e^er I had* Sif PU t^ my vf 
and tame her too f if Jhe anger me* 



-indeed le»ft are. 



Then vail your ftoniacht, for it is no boot. 
And place your hands below your h.ulband's fopt: 
In token of which duty, if he pleafe. 
My hand is ready, may h do him eaie. 

Pet, Why, there's a wei?ch : cf^ipe on* atid |^ ;»«, l^te. 

Luc. Why, go thv ways, o|d Ud, for thou (half ha\, 

Pin, n^isa good hearing, «irhen children are toward. 

Zuc. Butaharih hearing, when women are froward. 

Pet, Come, Kate, We'll to bed; 
We two are marrif(],but you two are l^sod. 
'Twas I won the wager; fc^QUgh you hft^b^ whkje ; 
And being a winner, God i^ye you good night* 

[Exeunt Petruchio and Catharina, 

^w.. Now, go thy ways, thou haft tamM a curs'd ihrew. 

^uc, *Tis a wonder, by your leave, (be wiU be tam*d To. 

IBxeuMt Mines. 

JSnter, Ac. ' 



THE END OF T»E SECQNp VOtUME, 
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